





MELF 115 KEEP THE 
THINGS WORTH KEEPING 


Nobody has to tell you why 
yu want peace. You see it 
your child’s eyes and hear 
in his laughter. 

But just wanting peace 
von’t keep it. You need to 
back your wanting with 
money. Peace costs money. 

Money for strength to keep 
he peace. Money for science 
nd education to help make 
eace lasting. And money 

ved by individuals to help 
keep our economy strong. 

Your Savings Bonds, as a 
direct investment in your 
ountry, make you a Partner 

strengthening America’s 
Peace Power. 

Bonds you buy will earn 
1oney for you. But the most 
nportant thing they earn is 
eace. They help us keep the 
hings worth keeping. 

Think it over. Are you buy- 
1g aS Many as you might? 





HELP 
STRENGTHEN 
AMERICA’S 
PEACE POWER 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertising. The Treasury Department thanks 
The Advertising Council and this magazine for their patriotic donation. 
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(#2778 La SHEER 
Bare your shoulders and snug- 


#2195 SPOTLIGHT... #2779 CHECKERED TC dey ‘icks 
on you! Cut just right for eye- CAREER yi wee ee 





gle your curves — styling has catching bust appeal in snug Double diamond cutout is a DEPT. NO 3805 
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FREE! FREE! FREE! 
Free with your order . 

@ copy of the “most-talked” 
about fashion catalog . 
crammed full of exciting 
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WHY MISS THE 


COMFORT 


OF TUB OR SHOWER? 


If ever there's a time when you would 
most appreciate the refreshing pleasure 
of your regular bath, it’s on those 
problem days. 

Why deny yourself this comfort? 
Your doctor will tell you that bathing 
at accustomed water temperatures is 
perfectly all right. You feel cooler, 
cleaner, fresher, daintier. 

And it’s so much nicer to do with 
Tampax. For Tampax® protects inter- 
nally and when properly inserted it can- 
not absorb water from the outside. _ 

Girls who use Tampax say they’re 
hardly aware of difference in days of 
the month. Easy to insert, easy to dis- 
pose of, and always easy and 
comfortable to wear, Tampax 
imparts a sense of sureness on 
days you need it most. Odor 
cannot possibly form and there’s noth- 
ing to show. No one can know. 

ry Tampax this month. It’s avail- 
able in choice of 3 absorbencies— 
Regular, Super or Junior—wherever 
such products are sold. Each comes in 
a package of 10, and you save when you 
buy the economy-size package of 40. 


TAMP 





Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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Cover Photo of Cia Dave 
Courtesy of Warner Brothers 


TAn’s May cover girl is 21-year-old 
Cia Dave, a young Hollywood hope- 
ful who can be seen in “The Sins Of 
Rachel Cade.” 
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EDITOR | 


Tan Serves The Service 


| have been a reader of TAN Magazine for 
quite some time, and will continue to be so in 
the future. As a United States Marine stationed 
in Hawaii, I can vouch for my buddies as well 
as myself that TAN is tops. 

Keep up the good work, and keep them 


coming. PFC Haywood Foggy, Jr. 
FPO, San Francisco, Calif. 





I think Tan Magazine is the greatest. I en- 
joyed every issue that I have read. 

{ enjoyed all of the stories in the December 
issue of TAN, especially “Hollywood’s Angry 


Young Man.” pFC Monroe Bell, RA14708310 
Fort Richardson, Alaska 


Others, Too 


I am a regular reader of Tan. I like it very 
much, and there are so many wonderful stories 
in it that I can’t say just what ones I like best. 

I also think “Let Me Help You,” by Eve 
Lynne, is okay. She seems to know what she is 
talking about. “On The Records” is tops, too, 
and the ones that get me are “Life’s Little 
Dramas,” and Pen Pals. 

Keep up the good work. Some time ago, you 
had a story I enjoyed—“Old Man’s Darling, 
Young Man’s Fool.” It really stayed with me, 
and “The Love Story That Rocked The South” 
was saying something, too. I repeat, keep up 


the good work. Sylvia Anderson 


Atlantic City, N. J. 


I find myself writing to you to tell you that 
TaN is the finest magazine I have read, bar 
none. I have read almost every type of book 
or magazine that you can think of, and of all of 
them, I have found yours to be the best. I truly 
hope that Tan will always be the excellent 
magazine that it is now. Richard Jett 


Lexington, Ky. 


I am a reader of TAN Magazine and I think 
it is just about the best that I have ever read. 
I enjoy all the stories in TAN, and read it from 
the front to the back. 

I only wish I could buy a TAN every week, 
because I read it in about a day or two days. 

Inetter Morris 
Texico, New Mex. 


I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
I would like to wish all those who are con- 
cerned with this wonderful magazine a very 
Prosperous new year, and I also want to thank 
them for such a magnificent job. 

I enjoy reading everything which is pub- 
lished in Tan. Through your Pen Pal columns 
I have found two wonderful friends. Again, my 
profound thanks, to this wonderful magazine, 


and its staff. Yolanda Coy 
Newark 3, N. J. 








Life is a whirl for the girl 


with a clear, bright, Nadinola-light complexion 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. Nothing will improve 
your skin faster, in more different 
ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works within 
the skin to brighten and lighten 
it, helps combat blackheads and 


NADINOLA = 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, — sr-ily. Brightens skin, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


externally caused pimples. Soon 
your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and _ softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you'll be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Chattanooga, Tenn. 








FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinoia Deluxe 1s The original Madinoia 
és enriched with fine 
tessens shine at the cosmetic oils to relieve 
same time. 75c to $2 dryness. 25c to $1.25 








| would appreciate it very much if you 
would add my name to your Pen Pal columns. 

I am 18 years old, 5’9” in height, and grad- 
uated from high school. I have brown eyes, 
reddish-brown hair, and a medium brown com- 
plexion. My hobbies are dancing, sports, col- 
lecting records, writing poetry, and making 
new friends all over the world. 

I would like to hear from both sexes regard- 
less of race, creed or color. Age does not 
matter. | would be more than glad to exchange 
photos if requested, and I promise to answer 
all letters received promptly. 

Barbara Jean Garrison 
643 Mobile Street 


Waterloo, Iowa 


[ would be very pleased if you would print 
my name in your Pen Pal section. I am 19 
years old, stand 63”, and weigh 200 lbs. I 
have black hair, brown eyes and a brown com- 
plexion. I am a college freshman and enjoy 
all kinds of sports. 

| would like to correspond with college girls 
between the ages of 18 and 20. I will answer 
as much mail as possible and exchange photos. 

Keith H. Smith 
3616 State St.—Apt. 101 
Chicago 9, Il. 


I am a regular reader of Tan, and would ap- 
preciate it very much if you would publish my 
name in the Pen Pal section of your wonderful 
magazine. 

I am 18 years old, 5’5”, and my weight is 120 
lbs. I have brown eyes, black hair, and light 
brown complexion. My hobbies are reading, 
writing, dancing, music of all kinds, some 
sports, and meeting people. I would like to cor- 
respond with young men and women between 
the ages 18 and 23. All letters will be an- 
swered, and photos exchanged if desired. 

Zenobia Rudolph 
728 Malver St. 
Montgomery, Ala. 


I am a regular reader of Tan, and I would 
greatly appreciate having my name appear in 
the Pen Pal pages of Tan. I would like to 
hear from both boys and girls from every part 
of the world, and I promise to answer all 
letters. 

I am a vocalist and leader of a band here at 
Accra. I am 20 years old. 

Tony Lodge 


c/o A. Foley 

104/3 Cromer Road 
Accra, Ghana, 
West Africa 


I am a faithful Tan fan, and I would ap- 
preciate it if you would publish my name on 
your Pen Pal page. 

I am 5'6” tall, light brown complexion, red 
hair and brown eyes. My hobbies are writing, 
singing and dancing. I am 17, soon to be 18. 
[ wish to correspond with fellows and gals be- 
tween 17 and 25. I’ll answer all letters prompt- 
ly, so start "em coming. 


Norma Powers 
R. F. D. #2 
Amenia, New York 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I have been a reader of Tan for quite a 
while and enjoy it very much. I only wish now 
that you add my name to your Pen Pal column. 

I’m a Liberian 19 years old, 5’10” tall, and 
weigh 135 lbs. I have black hair and brown 
complexion. I like to play volleyball, soccer, 
and go to shows and dances. My hobbies are 
reading (books on politics, philosophy and 
education, preferably) and discussing interna- 
tional problems. 

I believe one way to achieve peace and pros- 
perity throughout the world and to build a 
world of hate-free, greed-free and carefree is 
by learning as much as we can about others 
and the conditions and environments under 
which they live; there is no easier way to ac- 
complish this than by correspondence with 
people of different origins and cultures. 

All letters received will be replied imme- 
diately, regardless of colour, age, sex or na- 
tionality. 

J. Emmanuel Roberts 

c/o Monrovia College 

P. O. Box 161 

Monrovia, Liberia, W. Africa 


Being a regular reader of your magazine, I 
have found the Pen Pal column of your maga- 
zine most interesting. I would be very pleased 
if I could be included in your Pen Pals section. 

I am 17 years of age, 5’4”” tall, reddish-brown 
hair, weigh 126 lbs., have black eyes and brown 
complexion. My interests vary, and I find 
myself enjoying writing, all kinds of music, and 
one of my favorites, collecting photos. I will 
exchange photos and answer letters received. 
Would like to correspond with both male and 
female of any race, creed, or religion, from the 


ages 17 to 25. 
Sheila R. Phillips 
1421 Oak Street 
San Francisco 17, Calif. 


I am an avid reader of TAN magazine, and 
I think it is one of the best Negro magazines 
on the market. 

I am in the U. S. Marine Corps and I am 
stationed in the Far East. I am 5/11” tall, 
weigh 170 lbs., with brown eyes, black hair 
and brown complexion. 

Being 20 years of age, I would like to cor- 
respond with young women ranging from 18 to 
23 years old. My hobbies are photography and 
skin diving, and I also go for all types of music. 
All letters will be definitely answered, and 
photos gladly exchanged. 

Cpl. E4 Samuel L. Smith 
Ration Co. ASD BN 
3rd FSR (—) FMF 
c/o Fleet Post Office 


San Francisco, Calif. 


I am writing to tell you what a wonderful 
magazine TAN is. It is nice to curl up with 
at night. I enjoy reading it very much. I 
would like my name to be put in the Pen 
Pal columns. I'd like to correspond with boys 
and girls. 

I am 21 years old, 5’4” tall, weigh 117 lbs., 
and have brown complexion. My hobbies are 
dancing and sewing. I also collect jazz albums. 

Mary Jane Williams 
1619 Division St. 
Baltimore 17, Md. 





I’m a new reader of your magazine. I think 
it’s pretty nice, and I go for your Pen Pal 
section, so I’d appreciate it very much if you 
would print my name. 

I am 19 years old, 5’7%4” tall, black hair, 
brown eyes, tan complexion. I weigh a solid 
135 lbs. I go for jazz, rock ’n’ roll, rhythm ’n’ 
blues, and Latin American music. I play foot. 
ball and basketball mostly, also a little boxing, 
I would like to correspond with girls from the 
ages of 16 to 19. I will answer all letters, and 
will be glad to exchange photos. 

James R. Carter 
53 East 96th St. 
New York 28, N. Y. 


I am a constant reader of TAN, and would 
be very much interested in becoming a mem. 
ber of your Pen Pal columns. I am a Negro 
girl, 22 years old; light skin, 5’2” tall, black 
hair, dark brown eyes. My hobbies are reading, 
writing and listening to good music. 

1 would like to correspond with both girls 
and boys between the ages of 22 and 30 years. 
| promise to answer all letters promptly, and 
will also exchange photos if requested. 

Shirley Roberts 

28 Deanery Road 
Vineyard Town Kgn 3, 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.1. 


I am a regular reader of your magazine, and 
I would like for you to enter my name in your 
Pen Pal columns. 

I am 24 years old, 6’, weigh 170 Ibs., com- 
plexion medium tan, black hair and brown eyes. 
I would like to correspond with intellectual 
females 19-25 years of age. My hobbies are 
flying, jazz, photography, sports, etc. 

1/Lt. Randall Samples 
16613746—Box 4853 
819th C.DS 

Dyess A.F.B., Tex. 


I've been reading TAN for a year or two 
and think it is wonderful. The Pen Pal section 
is really interesting and I would like to have 
my name placed there. 

I’m 16 years old, 5’8”, and weigh 130 lbs. 
I’m crazy about all kinds of sports, and also 
like to dance, read, write and make new friends. 
I have black hair and brown eyes. I would like 
to hear from boys and girls from all over the 
world between the ages of 16 and 20, or maybe 
older. T'll answer all letters. Thank you very 
much. 

Virginia Davis 
715% West 27th St 
Indianapolis 23, Ind. 


Since I’ve been in the Marines, I’ve become 

a constant reader of Tan. If it is possible, | 

hope that one day you will find space in your 
Pen Pal column to enter my name. 

| am 21 years old, 5’9”, 155 lbs. I have black 

hair, brown eyes, and a medium brown com- 

plexion. My interests are all sports, especially 

track, and I collect jazz records. I will answer 

all letters and will be glad to exchange photos. 

pl. Henry Jones 1646 

Hg. 1st Bn (REIN) 2d Marines 

AGC-17 C/O F.P.0. 

New York, N. N. 
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By Eve Lynne 


EAR EVE: 

I hope this doesn’t take up too much 
of your time. I need help, and bad. You 
see, I’m twenty-three years old, and I 
don’t have a boy friend. I’ve been told 
I’m not bad looking, and very nice. | 
had two boy friends, and I was hurt by 
both of them. 
committed suicide. 

I don’t go any place because I don’t 
want to go alone. All I do is go to 
church, to work, and back home. No 
one comes around, and the only thing 


It hurt me so I almost 


I get pleasure out of is reading. Crying 
seems to help a little, but how long can 
Icry? Is there any one for me? Please, 


I beg of you, please help me. I am so 
lonely. 

r.t.8. 
Dear P. L. R.: 


No matter where you go, or how many 
people you may meet, it will not help 
you until you have helped yourself, for 
ultimately no one can hurt us but our- 
selves. You will have to develop a pride 
in yourself—self-confidence, instead of 
an apologetic attitude; a sincere interest 
in other people, instead of concern as to 
what they may think about you; the 
courage to live fully each day, instead 
of watching the dull parade of the hours, 
days, weeks. 

How? 
achievement helps some persons; en- 
hancing their attractiveness helps others. 
For some, professional assistance in the 


Personal and _ professional 


form of counseling may be necessary. 


Dear Eve: 


Please help me. I am twenty-three 


years old. My husband and I are sepa- 
rated. I met a guy a few months ago. I 
like him a lot, and he said he liked me. 
I let him go too far, and now he doesn’t 
call me. 

Should I try to forget him? Please 
tell me what to do. 

Mrs. M. L. J. 
Dear Mrs. M. L. J.: 

You can forget this one. Don’t let the 
next one go too far, and don't let any 
of them go anywhere at all as long as 
you're only separated from your hus- 


band, not legally divorced! 


Dear Eve: 

Please print this letter because I need 
your help very desperately. This is my 
problem. 

You see, I’m very much in love with 
a boy who says he loves me. We’ve been 
going steady for four months. My prob- 
lem is my mother. She doesn’t like my 
boy friend and she really has no just 
reason. She has never met him, and I’ve 
tried to arrange their meeting on many 
numerous occasions, but she always re- 
fuses. 

He wants to meet my mother very 
much, and is always asking me when 
he can come over. I always have to give 


Whenever he 
calls me on the phone and my mother 


him some lame excuse. 


answers it, she refuses to let me speak 
to him, because she doesn’t like the 
sound of his voice. 

Our love is a true love, but it just can’t 
go on this way. I’ve tried to talk to my 
mother so many times about this situa- 
tion, but she just doesn’t seem to under- 
stand that I’m not a baby any more. 
Please help me. 

How can I get her to agree to meet 
him, so she can see for herself what a 
nice boy he really is? 

C. F. 
Dear C. F.: 

Are you quite sure you haven't left 
something out? First of all, you'll have 
to show your mother what a nice girl you 
really are by respecting her wishes. If 
she believes you are too young to date 
steadily, or if she has sufficient proof 
that this boy is undesirable right now, 
you must stop seeing him for awhile. 
If he is truly interested in your welfare, 
he will accept a waiting period, and be 
willing to try to prove himself to your 
mother’s satisfaction. 


| 








LIFE INSURANCE FOR 
FOLKS 50 TO 75 YEARS 


Are you between the age of 50 to 75? 
If so, then you may still get $500.00 
LIFE INSURANCE which will help 
relieve the money strain on your 
loved ones in paying final burial and 
other expenses. You need this insur- 
ance NOW! No obligation. No agent 
will call on you. You can handle this 
matter entirely by mail. Just print 
your name clearly on a piece of paper, 
giving address and your age and mail 
today. Complete information will be 
sent to you without obligation: you 
make up your own mind. 


Insurance for Younger Folks, too 
ZION BURIAL INSURANCE SOCIETY 
Dept. 70-E, Rockford, Ill. 


FLORIDA 


5 ACRES FULL PRICE $795 


$10 month, no interest. Send $1 for contract and 
full information on this amazing tropical Collier 
County land offer. You must be convinced this is 
the best land bargain in Florida . . . or deposit 
Promptly refunded. WEBB Reality Corporation, 
Dept. EM3, Miami 50, Florida 

AD59021 (c) (7) 


11575 N. W. 7th Ave., 









THRILLING ZODIAC READING—Health, 
Prospects, Events, Money outlook, Love, 
Friendship, etc. Send 10¢ (coin) and 
4¢ stamp for your true, amazing Fore- 
cast. State birthdate. MEWTON VALE 
(T. N.), 106, Adelaide Street West, 
Toronto, e 


It’s Yours— 
7 Jewel Wristwatch 
With Every Bridal Set & 
Ladign”” Exquisite Wrist- 
watch qrithT jewel lever 
movenen in New, Mod- 
K Yellow Rolled 
Gola "Piste case. stain-, 
Jess back . 





When — and id for within 
da. a, 1 /20-10K Ve 

GOLD F FILLED se PE diamonds. The 
non @ Rings match pert these beautiful yinae 
a iP 7 52 ag Ae aq _ wristwatch for a total cos! 

GET-A aintes ' PAYMENT PLAN. FULL vear To pay 
once and ou ay ies onl "$4.95 T. I., oe *O'b.D 
postage. Bay Dalance of $0.00 later Frit 


year.) State w + 
oon bo aa wring size. wan' Sn aes 
M RUSH ORDER. 


CONTINENTAL SEWELRY CO.. Dept 8-726, Beloit, Wis. 
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GOD has 

love and obey Him. 

THE MAGIC FORMULA for 

SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 

ere are some the gmesing things 

it tells you about: cor. es 
to pra e 

Magic Formulas for Hesien and cae 

cess prayer; for conquering 

fear through prayer; for. obtaining 


work prayer’ for 
es for influenci 

ind many other val- 

wet 


through pray a 

uable instructions that help you 
things you want. 

Bat TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 


oday and on delivery 


money 
others 


Just send your ress 
simply depostt on = y sum of cae 
with your postnan. I positively | GUAR ANTE! 
will be more chem, delighted with SUr TS within KS +} 
or your money will be returned ample on requ 
no questions gris. Order At Once. 
New York 16 


LARCH, 118 E. 28, Dept. 616-F, 
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For America’s 
biggest values 
on America’s 


leadership brands 


BRAND. 
NAMES 


SATISFACTION 















Ask yourself these questions when you buy. 


Have you heard of it before? Have you seen it ad- 
vertised? Do you really know what kind of quality 
is built into the product? What is the reputation of 
the manufacturer? 


Each year Brand Name manufacturers must strive for 
higher standards of quality. Each year they must 
bring you new products, new ideas, to contribute to 
your constantly improving standard of living. 


Buy Brand Names. Especially during Brand Names 
Week, visit your leading dealers, stop in at your 
favorite stores. Expect the best values of 1961 from 
the leadership brands you see advertised. 


LEADERSHIP BRANDS Dedicated to Quality, New Products and New Ideas for You 
Brand Names Foundation, Inc., 437 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, New York 
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M* VERY FIRST impression of Os- 
car was that he was short. My sec- 
ond impression, following immediately 
on the heels of the first, was that he was 
very friendly. This was when we were 
both in high school and we knew each 
other only casually. He lived in Chicago, 
and I lived in a suburb, and I’d see him 
occasionally at a party or gathering of 
some sort when he would come with 
some of the other “city fellows” from 
the South Side. 

We never got to know each other real 
well then. Oscar married—I was invited 
to his wedding—and we’d see each other 
occasionally, in a group. As the years 
passed I moved to New York and got 
married, too. Neither one of our mar- 
riages worked, however, and | moved 
back to Chicago and got a divorce. 
Shortly after that Oscar separated from 
| his wife. 

I happened to go to a party not too 
long after I got back to Chicago, and | 
saw Oscar. (He was taller now.) We 
talked for a while and left the party to- 
! gether to attend a lecture that we were 

both interested in. 
home afterwards and we discussed the 
lecture for a while. Then the conversa- 
tion gradually got around to us, and how 
unhappy we both were that our mar- 





Oscar brought me 















How He Proposed 


by Mrs. Oscar Brown Jr. 


riages had not succeeded. 

“T’ll never give up hope for a reconcili- 
ation,” Oscar said then, but as_ the 
months passed he found that it was “just 
no use.” 

By that time we were seeing quite a bit 
of each other and I found I was think- 
ing more of him than I guessed I should 
—but I didn’t mind. 

Oscar’s proposal, when it came, was 
not the usual “will you marry me.” In 
fact, it was not a “will you marry me” at 
all. 

“I know I’m capable of loving,” he 
said one night as we sat alone and quiet 
in my house, “and since I can’t give it 
to my first wife, I'd like to love you. I 
guess we've both learned enough from 
our failures to make a good marriage, 
and make a better life. How about it?” 

It wasn’t the usual proposal, but it was 
just what I wanted to hear. Nine months 
later we were married in a quiet little 
ceremony at the home of a close friend. 
We’ve got five children now—two are 
from Oscar’s first marriage—and his 
new play Kicks and Co. is scheduled to 
open on Broadway in the fall. His first 
LP, Sin And Soul, is doing very well too. 
And as for me, well, since I took him 
up on his proposal, I’ve had no regrets, 
at all. 





“My make- 
up goes on 
smoother, 


Stays fresh 
longer’ » 


“Black and White Vanishing 
Cream is a joy to use! It’s the 
perfect make-up base—never oily 
or greasy. Make-up goes on 
smoothly, stays fresh looking for 
hours. It saves me time and 
trouble, keeps me looking my best.’’ 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy, the perfect 
base for make-up. Keeps you looking 
your freshest and best 
at all times, without 
bothersome retouching. 





ee 
BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 


UPSET SKIN 


Get fast, dependable relief from the 
ugly itching misery of pimples, rashes, 
eczema and tetter. Ease the awful dis- 
tress with this internationally famous 
skin medicine. Used by millions for 
blessed relief fast. Only 35¢. Guaran- 
teed or money back. 


Palmer's ‘SKIN SUCCESS’ Ointment 


F Yo) eM PP I-S 


WANTED 
Songwriters, with publisher contacts, 
want song ideas. SHARE ROYALTIES. 
— NO FEES. Send 


poems: 
ee, ASSOCIATES 
Broadway, New Vows, =, N. v. 
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LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SKIN 


No man can resist the allure of a lovely 
omplexion! So, be lovely to look at— 
start using Black and White Bleaching 
ream as directed and see your dull, 
lark, drab-looking skin take on a 
wonderfully lighter, brighter, softer and 
smoother look. 
[ts bleaching action works inside 
your skin. Modern science knows of 
o faster way of lightening skin. 
Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 


counters 
43¢, 65¢ 














BLACK == WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 


TAN 


Best songs recorded FREE 
FREE 


with 7-piece orchestra. We 
SAMPLE 


write music. Send poems 
RECORD 















~ FREE examination. 
HEAR WHAT WE'VE DONE 


FOR OTHERS... 
WRITE TODAY FOR 
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® Dept. T, 1472 Broadway, New York 36, N. Y.° 
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NOW... 


ADD THRILLING COLORS 
to Black and White TV with 


COLOR-V 


NOW you can see everything on your own TV set 
in wonderful color. Sensational COLOR-V filter 
screen fits right ever your TV gless...instently 
_songes dull dreary black end white pictures to 
brillhent, eye-filling colors. Attoch it yourself in a few sec- 
oads. You, your fomily, your friends will really enjoy the color 







effects. Mention screen size when ordering. Send no money. 
Pay postman $2.98 plus (0.0. ond postage charges, Only 
or remit with order, we will ship COLOR-V postpaid. $2 98 
SUPERIOR PRODUCTS, Dept. TN-4 P 
34 EAST 12th ST, NEW YORK 3, N.Y. 














‘A RAISIN IN THE SUN’ 


If any motion picture in 196] is more deserving of an Academy Award—either 
for itself or its writing or acting—than ‘A Raisin In The Sun’, it can only mean 
that Hollywood will see the most brilliant array of stories and acting in its 50-year 
history. Either that or the movie is being released just too early to remain in the 
fragile minds that determine who and what gets the Oscars almost a year hence. 

For Lorraine Hansberry’s brilliant Broadway 
play has been transformed to the motion picture 
screen with all of its earthy drama and humo 
intact—a rare feat in movie making. The ac. 
complishment is due mainly to the fact that Miss 
Hansberry also wrote the screenplay, and the 
original cast performed the screen version. If 
anything, the story of the poor but proud Negro 
family, striving for its place in the sun, is im- 
proved in the movie transformation. 

Sidney Poitier’s performance as the status. 
seeking Walter Lee Younger is pure excellence, 
as it had to be to keep from being steamrollered 
under the powerful portrayal of the dignified 
matriarch by Claudia McNeil. And Diana Sands is wonderful as the fiercely-intel- 
lectual daughter. Sound performances are also rendered by Ruby Dee, Ivan Dixon, 
Louis Gossett and John Fiedler. 

The play was wonderful; the movie is beautiful, and the rewards should be in- 
evitable. 


A sure hit. 


A FEVER IN THE BLOOD 


The sure-fire box office combination of sex, politics, murder and name stars are 
utilized by Warner Bros. to produce an engrossing film drama, A Fever In The 
Blood. Directed by Vincent Sherman, the screen play is adapted from the best: 
seller by William Pearson, who gave up a successful Colorado law practice to write 
the book. 

Starting in high with the 
murder of voluptuous Paula 
Thornwall (June Blair), the 
plot zooms excitedly through 
political intrigues, frustrated 
ambitions, thwarted loves and 
legal maneuvers. It unfolds 
the lengths to which men will 
go to appease an ambition. 
Taut and timely, A Fever In 
The Blood is excellent enter- 
tainment. It also has thought- 
provoking political overtones. 

TV devotees will be thrilled by the appearance of several “regulars from the 
series.” Efrem Zimbalist Jr., took a two months’ leave from his 77 Sunset Strip 
schedule to star as Judge Leland Hoffman, who wanted to be governor of his state; 
and Jack Kelley, star of Maverick, has the role of the unscrupulous District Attorney 
Dan Callahan, who also has his eye on the governorship. 

A third contestant, U. S. Sen. Alexander Simon is enacted by Don Ameche, who 
returns to the screen after a 12-year absence in stage and TV shows. Angie Dickir- 
son, as his wife, faces compromise, tragedy. 





Excellent entertainment. 
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The Fabulous 


Ilo World of 
Price 


Ler PRICE is the perfect picture of a successful theatrical personality. 

In his flashy dress, in his talk of big projects, and in his super-charged world 
that is populated by managers, man Fridays, pretty girls and big cars he gives off 
the appearance of having “arrived.” 

But it hasn’t always been that way with the New Orleans-born Price. There were 
many lean days when he was no stranger to the mis-meal cramps caused by lack 
of money. But these experiences only strengthened his determination to make a 
name for himself in his chosen profession. As he glances over his fat bank accounts, 
various business enterprises and enjoys the plaudits of the crowds, he vows never 
to have any benefits played for him when he exits show business at a ripe old age. 





Price begins act with 
jacket on, peels off 
shirt as song pro- 
gresses, and ends with 
his shirt and shoes off. 


Naked to the waist, Price goes into climax of his act as fans reach 
out to touch him or to get a souvenir. New Orleans born and one 
of ten children, Price now owns several businesses, and writes, 


publishes and records his own songs, and is leader of his own band. 

















ere 




















After show Price gets toweled off and 
rubbed down (below). At right, he sings 
on TV show “The Big Beat” as special 
guest star. Show was video taped. Price 
has been on several big TV shows in past. 


From his boyhood, Price’s ambition 
was to be not just another singer but 
“the best.” At first he thought of being 
a musician, since piano and trumpet les- 
sons were drummed into him. But his 
flair for shouting the blues was greater 
and he concentrated on this phase of 
music. 

“I guess music was in my blood,” the 
ever-smiling Mr. Personality told TaN 
in his New York office overlooking 
Broadway. While secretaries bustled 
about with letters for his signature, he 
continued, “I always strive for perfec- 
tion in whatever I do on stage. Some 
people may think my clowning onstage 


_ isa spur of the moment action, but they 
| don’t know the long hours of rehearsal 


that goes into every movement | make. 
Both myself and the fellows in the band 
tealize that our stage conduct is im- 
portant to our success, and unless we 


» please the public we don’t eat.” 


Hooking up with his present personal 
manager, Harold Logan, who’s a partner 
in his enterprises, Price started emerg- 
ing as a phenomenally successful record- 
ing star four years ago. Getting a band 
together he hired a studio and recorded 
the tune Just Because which he also 
wrote. And after this he never looked 
back. ABC-Paramount record company 
bought the master from him and the 
disc sold over 800,000 copies inside 
three months. Next he followed with 


Stagger Lee which earned him a gold 
record for a million sales and which 
stayed on the nation’s music popularity 
charts for more than four months, itself 
a record. Other million seller hits of 
his have been Personality, Gonna Get 
Married, Lawdy Miss Clawdy, and 
Where Were You On Our Wedding Day. 
While most singers just earn royalties as 
a performer, Price’s talents enable him 
to capitalize on a song in several ways. 
Most of his hits have been written by 
him and Logan, and in addition to this 
they have several firms that publish 
their music so they rake in the money 
three ways. 

A shrewd businessman, Price’s income 
for the last three years from all sources 
has been estimated at $400,000 yearly. 
Two years ago he wisely invested in a 
tract of land in Inkster, Michigan. A 





housing development sprang up around 
the property shortly afterwards and he 
turned it into a shopping.center featur- 
ing a giant super-market, variety stores 
and a record shop. Recently a chain de- 
partment store offered him $250,000 
outright for the title but he turned it 
down. 

“If they think it’s worth that much,” 
he said, “then it should be worth triple 
that amount to me in the future.” 

Two years ago he set up the Lloyd 
Price scholarship fund in Pittsburgh to 
aid high school students who want to 
continue their college education. With 
an initial bank deposit of $5,000 he adds 
to it by playing dances in various cities 
and turning over the proceeds to the 
fund. Disc jockeys around the nation 
keep an eye out for recipients and for- 
ward their names to a committee in the 


13 








New York apartment, Price shows gold record he received from ABC-Para- 
for million-seller. “Personality.” Singer has set up scholarship fund to aid 
hool students who wish to attend college, often adds to the initial deposit. 





ssing terms of a club engagement, Price negotiates with Tommy Shaw (left) and Tommy Vistola, co-owners of Rip Tide Club 








Smokey City who decide on the merits 
of each. No racial restrictions have been 
imposed in the alloting of monies. 

The Price family in New Orleans was 
composed of ten brothers and sisters, 
With such a background, Lloyd couldn't 
help but take the course he did in life. 
At 14 he was in great demand by his 
schoolmates to play and sing at their 
socials with his five-man band. A mem- 
ber of the local choir he was the Sunday 
soloist whom everyone predicted one day 
would become a “good gospel singer.” 
But it was the blues that won out. Com. 
ing to the attention of record spinner 
Okey Dokey, he was persuaded to wax 
Lawdy, Miss Clawdy, a tune he wrote 
which had gained local popularity. With 
the now famous but then unfamous Fats 
Domino at the piano, the record took 
off like a forest fire. It forced Lloyd to 
quit working for his father, who was a 
contractor, and begin a nation-wide tour. 
As soon as he would hit town the kids 
would see him on the street and cry 
“Lawdy, Miss Clawdy,” so great an im- 
pact had the tune made on them. When 
he appeared at New York’s famous 
Apollo theatre. manager Frank Schiff. 
man was hard put to control the enor- 
mous crowds with his undermanned 
usher staff and had to put in a call to the 
police station for reinforcements. 

But at the peak of his fame, Uncle 
Sam beckoned and Price became a Gl. 


Island. Price plans to enter the business side of show business when he retires from singing, as a record producer. 
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Special Services recognized his value to 
them and used him to entertain the 
troops in Korea, Japan and various in- 
stallations in the Pacific. Shedding his 
uniform in 1955, he started back in show 
business. But he learned that fans are 
fickle and during his two years absence 
had developed other interests. Though 
it was rough on a one-nighter circuit, he 
never lost a promoter any money be- 
cause his name still had some boxoffice 
value. Then came his first stroke of luck 
when he recorded Because. 

Always displaying a wide smile, Price 
is friendly and good-natured offstage. 
When not making an appearance he can 
usually be found in his Broadway offices 
huddled with Harold Logan working on 
the details of a future tour or listening 
to new tunes for their next record date. 
Lately he’s taken a keen interest in the 
civil rights fight of several organizations 
and on his plaque-covered wall hangs 
his $500 NAACP life membership scroll. 
Bowling is his main participant sport 
and he’s a nitely figure at the Harlem 
Lanes where he rolls a consistent 225. 

Not one to hide his success, he be- 
lieves that people who flock around a 
celebrity appreciate seeing visible evi- 
dence of their “making good” in the 
world—their fabulous clothes, jewelry, 
etc. While not loud in his dress, Price 
has a collection of suits that number 
over 50, plus an (Continued on Page 69 ) 
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With personal manager and business partner Harold Logan, Price listens 
to demonstration recordings of new songs submitted to their firm. Logan 
and Price both write songs and have several firms that do the publishing. 


> 









Clowning with singer Bobbie 
Parker, Price pretends to pour 
champagne cognac into her slip- 
per at a Brooklyn nite club. 


With Jackie Wilson (on 
right), Price takes time 
out for a friendly chat 
in between shows during 
one-nighters in which 
they co-starred. Singers 
are very good friends. 














Before show Price gets as- 
sistance in putting on eve- 
ning jacket by valet Robert 
Johnson. Singer has more 
than 50 suits, 25 overcoats. 










Between shows Price takes 
time out for a friendly chat 
with Zola Taylor of the Plat- 
ters. Group appeared on the 
same program as Price was on. 












DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Ruins Health, Happiness. Break 
the Drinkin on QUICKLY 
--- INEXPENSIVELY! Use new 
ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
r. May be taken in secret. New ALCOREM 
tes desire for more alcohol for varying pe- 
sUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment isrecog- 
Medical Authority. Comes ready to use-—sim- 
ans included-—need not cause time out from 
appy ALCOREM user writes: ‘I took 
REM 9 years ago, and I have not taken or 
drink since then. Please send me ALC OREM 
friend of ee who is a heavy drinker.''--Mr. 
Princeton, Ky. As an additional help we send . 
REE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM. 
nula c trate to help nervous and digestive 
1lso WEIGHT CHART to guide reformed 
er weight. 
DO NOT DELAY © ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
CTION OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
i, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
n $9.95 pilus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
20 in C.0.D. & postage.send $9.95 with order. 
Known world wide since 1948 
MID WEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. T-20 
$08 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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We need New Ideas 
FOR RECORDING 
Your Songs or Poems may 
EARN MONEY FOR YOU! 
igs Recorded—Royalties Paid 
FREE EXAMINATION 


STAR-CREST RECORDING CO. 
?, 1350 N. Highland, Hollywood, Calif. 


$102 WORTH 
Famous LONG-AID 
Products 






Get this BIG, BEAU- 
TIFUL KIT full famous 
Keystone-Long-Aid cos- 
0.19 VALUE, for ONLY $1.00 (to 
cost packing, handling, etc.) Just 
i make BIG MONEY—$100—$200 
gularly, selling Keystone-Long-Aid 
n spare time or full time! HERE’S 
U GET: 7 regular, full size pack- 
nationally advertised products, 
Long-Aid K-7, Bleach And Glow 
verything you need to start making 
lay you receive your Kit. You need 
nee—we show you HOW to sell. 
s from friends, neighbors, relatives, 
ur church. Send $1.00 TODAY— 
ame, address—for your $10.19 value 
tand full details, sent POSTPAID. 
Hurry! Offer Limited! 


KEYSTONE COSMETICS, DEPT. 2-E 
BOX 2026, MEMPHIS, TENN. 











On The Reco 2 


HARLES MINGUS PRESENTS CHARLES MINGUS (Candid) : 
adventures in music, here is one, although a listener whose musical horizons are 
no wider than conventional jazz, might not dig this set since he'll hardly be able to 
pat his foot to the beat. Recorded with drummer Dannie Richmond in New York 
at a time when Eric Dolphy (alto sax and bass clarinet) and trumpeter Ted Curson 
were about to leave his group, the Mingus album features Mingus creations, namely: 
Folk Forms, No. 1, and Original Faubus Fables on side A. What Love leads off side 
B, followed by eight minutes and 32 seconds of All The Things You Could Be By 
Now If Sigmund Freud’s Wife Was Your Mother. 

The whole set ranges from the first low rumbles of a volcano about to erupt to the 
extreme range of molten lava, bursting from the top and flowing in a scalding, blis- 
tering trail down the mountainside. 

- Opus I, or Folk Forms No. | begins with an almost gospel, spiritual flavor of 
Mingus’ intro on bass, is soon followed by a many-colored conversation between 
Dolphy, Curson and Mingus as they dogfight their way through some weird “ 
getherness” that sounds like abstract Dixieland. 

Original Faubus Fables again has the spiritual beginning, with a speech choir 
chanting behind the introduction. It’s a lament, a wailing, sometimes furious piece of 
friction music in which the instruments alternately cry and protest, and flail away 
at the Governor of Arkansas, though the words of the speech choir don’t get through. 

After listening to What Love, you may wonder whether the title should be followed 
by a question mark or an exclamation point. The music seems to suggest both with 
beautiful work by both Mingus and Dolphy. 

If Sigmund Freud’s Wife . . . completes the disc, and is, like the other tracks, 
a weirdly beautiful panorama of sound and color which seems to be leading you 
forcibly somewhere and nowhere at the same moment. 

The average listener might contend the album should be retitled Mingus’ Madness, 
but for the advanced listener, and fans of the composer, bassist and leader, the 
Candid offering is undoubtedly Mingus At His Most! 


If you like 
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Sacccasiatad 


yg YONKERS, N. Y., a slicked-up male hopped from his Cadillac. dashed into a 
candy store and called to the proprietor: “Let me have two cents worth of Luckies 
and put it on the cuff. I don’t want to break a dime.” 


* * * 


In Buffalo, Wyo., Mr. and Mrs. Russell Miller opened their new license plates. 
which were made at the Wyoming Pentitentiary at Rawlins, and read the surprising 
message: “Help! I’m being held prisoner against my will. I ought to be in Okla- 


homa pen by the time you read this.” 
* * * 
In Henderson. N. C., an unidentified customer who cashed a worthless check at 


a shoe store was arrested when he went back to the store to complain that the shoes 


he bought pinched his feet. 


In Washington, D. C., births in the U. S. 


an eight and one-half pound daughter was born to Mrs. 


increased by one Billion in one day last 
week. The reason: 


Charles Billion. 


In Washington, D. C., an African exchange student, who had never seen snow 
before, tried to mail some home in a cardboard box. (The Post Office let the story 
leak out.) 


* * = 


In Casper, Wyo., police released a man who claimed to be an FBI man after he 
explained that by FBI he meant “full-blooded Indian.” 


* * * 


In Hollywood, Calif., the local high school launched a series of lectures bene- 
fiting parents which was titled: 
agers.” 


“Attaining peaceful coexistence with our teen- 


nw * s 


In Mobile, Ala., 18-year old James E. Williams, in court on a robbery charge, 
asked for a delay in sentencing while he decided whether he wanted a jury trial. 
While the court pondered the matter, Williams walked out of the courthouse and 
disappeared. 


* * * 


In Dallas, Texas, George Sam stepped out of his house and got punched in the 
mouth. When he came to he found that he had been robbed too—his four gold front 
teeth, valued at $150, were missing. 
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[ guess you never really realize the 
wonderful gift of motherhood until you 
it isn’t yours. I wanted to be a 


mother so bad [almost gave up a husband 


| Fepove WAS THREE on that rainy winter Saturday 
I sat with her on my lap, reading nursery rhymes. 
“Baa, baa, black sheep,” I said and looked over her curly 
head at the woman coming up the walk. Well now, | 
thought, /’ll bet that’s a cosmetic saleswoman and | don’t 
want to bother with her. Jay was in the kitchen, making 
out his sales report for the week, and Laurie was sprawled 
on my lap with her thumb in her mouth, fussy because she 
hadn’t taken a nap. Taking her thumb out just long 
enough, she prodded me, “Then what, Mommie?” 

“Have you any wool?” I recited automatically. 

The woman had on one of those transparent hooded 
raincoats and a big handbag on her arm, tripping along looked 
on four-inch spike heels. How ridiculous, | thought, on a 
day like this. 

The doorbell rang and Laurie made herself heavy on 
my lap, not wanting me to get up, sleepy but not admitting . 
it. I lifted her down and she whined. thin, 

“Now, Laurie . . ” I smiled, kissing her cheek, “Mom- 
mie’ll be right back and read some more.” 

I walked into the hall and opened the door and the girl 
threw back her hood. The first thing I thought was, /sn’t 
she pretty? Or, she would be if she wasn’t all plastered up 
with lipstick and mascara. She was cute-looking, sure of 
herself and cocky out there on the porch, dripping rain. 

“Mrs. Eckert?” she smiled. 

“Yes,” I said. So she has a list of names, | thought. Polate| 
These door-to-door saleswomen get smarter every day. 

“I’m Rita Anderson,” she said. The name should have 
hit me like a ton of bricks. Laurie—Laurie Anderson. | 
should have thought of it immediately. I didn’t. 

“I don’t want .. .” I started to say, planning to send scared 
her on her way, when she interrupted me_ with, 

“. .. Laurie’s mother.” 

I must have stared in a daze, trying to sort out the 
words. “Laurie’s mother,” she repeated with that sure and 
cocky smile on her face. 

I snatched the doorknob. My first impulse was to slam 
the door on her. Then I remembered—I couldn’t, I had 
no right. So I clung to the knob, bracing my weight 
against it to hold myself up. 

The rain had settled down to a slow drizzle and I could 
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Rita was everything a mother shouldn’t be, and 


yet Laurie was hers. I wanted a child, needed a child 


so much, and couldn’t have one. Why couldn't I take 


Laurie? Wouldn’t it be better for us all, for everyone? 


Substitute MOTHER 


hear the growling spurts of it gush from 
the roof gutter . . . like sobs, I thought 
helplessly, like tear-drenched sobs. 

‘Mommie,” called Laurie from the 
living room, “Mommie, come read to 
me,” her voice muffled around the 
thumb in her mouth. I looked with stark 
fear at the girl in front of me, at her 
stiff, spiked eyelashes, the heavily made- 
up-mouth that was still pretty, and I 
wanted to cast myself at her feet and 
beg her to go away... 

That’s Laurie,” she smiled, her eyes 
sparkling. “Isn’t that Laurie?” 

| bowed my head, opened the door 
wide and let Laurie’s natural mother 
into my house. 

The fear of this meeting had been 
with me from the first—I knew it could 
happen any time. Don’t get too attached, 
they warned me. You don’t have first 
claim. Yours is only a foster home. 

But those are words . . . Laurie had 
wound herself around my heart in the 
year she'd been mine . . . yes, mine. I 
couldn’t bear to think she’d ever be- 
longed to anyone else, been born to an- 
other woman. Laurie was mine. 

| had forgotten the reason I’d taken 
her, forgotten all the mixed-up feelings 
within myself for wanting her . . . those 
feelings Jay could never understand and 
which built a strange wall between us, 
1 wall of glass where we saw each other 
but through which there was no com- 
munication—real communication, that 
is 

It started before we were married 
with that age-old question. “How many 


20 


children would you like to have, Jay?” 
I asked. 

He laughed, “It’s not children I’m 
thinking of,” he murmured as he held 
me close. 

I broke away and became mockingly 
stern .. . “Well, think of them,” I said, 
‘“‘marriage is not just hugs and 
kisses .. .” 

He slapped his hand against his fore- 
head in pretended horror. “Gad,” he 
cried, “you mean it’s not just lolling 
around on a bed?” 

I giggled. “Be serious, marriage is 
building for the future. It’s a home and 
children . . .” 

“And getting old together,’’ he 
chanted, “and having grandchildren and 
wearing bifocals.” 

“Mmm-hm,” I told him. “All that. 
Now, how many children do you think 
we should have?” 

“Three,” he said immediately, “I like 
odd numbers and I like odd children 
too .. .” He pulled me to him again. 

“Now,” I warned. 

“Well,” he said, “three’s a good num- 
ber. I think six is too many. After all, 
I know. With three brothers and two 
sisters . . . a kid sort of gets lost. So 
three’s fine.” 

“I think so, too.” I nuzzled against 
him. “Being only one myself—that’s far 
too few. So let’s plan on three.” 

“Okay.” Then he got down to the 
business of kissing me, which Jay liked 
to do a lot more than discuss our chil- 
dren. 

That’s the way it was—half in fun, I 


Weta: id 


know, but serious too. Three children. 
It’s what we planned right from the 
start. So when the doctor told me, after 
Jay and I had been married four years 
and there weren’t any children at all, 
that | probably would never have any, | 
wanted to die . . . I felt like I wasn’t 
quite a woman. After all, that’s a major 
female function—to love, bear children 
and raise them—everybody knows that 
...and I felt, after that doctor gave me 
the news, that I wanted to shrink up in- 
side myself and go off in some corner. 

“Silliest damn thing I ever heard of,” — 
Jay said in his booming way when | 
told him. “My God, I didn’t marry you 
for the children you’d bear me. I mar- — 
ried you...” 

But a man wants children, too—all — 
right, so he doesn’t wave his banner 
about it, or shout from the housetops, — 
or feel like shrinking if they don’t hap- 
pen as I did. But every man wants chil- — 
dren... 

“So, if it’s so important, let’s adopt 
one, or two or even three. Why not?” 
He grabbed me around the waist and — 
danced me around the room as if just — 
saying it out loud like that fixed every- 
thing up. “Look . . .” and just like a 
man, he figured it all out—without 
really understanding at all, “we put up 
our names for adoption, then they go — 
through all the red tape of checking on 
us—sure, it may take a year, but we're — 
red hot stuff—believe me, we're what — 
parents are made of . . . we’re the kind © 
they’re looking for. We got a nice home 

. .” and he (Continued on Page 64 ) 





“Margaret,” Jay said, plead- 
ing, “there’s not just Laurie. 
There’s me, too. Don’t make 
her your whole life, it'll only 


break your heart in the end.” 











. I rushed up to Jackie’s room. “Forgive n 
[ eG Jackie,” I whispered, sinking to my knees at — 
: his bed. But it was too late, he was so still : 


7 WAS MY first day at the recep- 
tion desk at City Hospital and | 
Was nervous, jumping when the phone 
fang. fumbling the cards—forgetting 
to smile at the worried requests for 
information. 

*Take it easy.” A tall young man 
With a shock of thick hair and deep-set 
@yes stood smiling down at me. 
PEveryone makes mistakes the first 
@ay on a new job,” he said in a kindly 
voice. 

"Thank you.” I managed a tiny 
‘Smile in return. “I’ve never worked 
before .. . my voice trailed off 
When | noticed that he wore a white 
coat like a doctor’s. 

"Oh. He sounded real friendly. 
“Let's see.” he peered at the tiny new 
name plate. “Stephanie Winthrop.” 
And then he grinned. “A nice name 
=" I felt the hot color creep up into 
my face. Not nice, | thought. not good. 
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“Stephanie Winthrop.” He repeated it. “I like 
that. I’m Bob Osborne. Pharmacist here—so I'll be 
seeing you again.” . 

That was the way it began. As simple and easy and wonderful as | 
that. “How about a cup of coffee, Stephanie,” Bob would drop by my | 
desk when I’d be working the night shift. And when my relief would 

come on duty Bob and | would go down to the hospital cafeteria and sit, 
munching a sandwich and drinking black coffee . . . and talking and talking 
as though we'd never get talked out. 

Bob told me about himself. His father had been a minister. “Just a small church 
back in a small town in Alabama,” he said. “But Dad was a big man spiritually—a 
great person. I suppose that’s why I wanted to be a doctor—but there wasn’t money 
enough for all the years of college—so I settled for this. And I feel I can do my little bit 
of good here by doing my work well.” 

I listened—but I told him very little about myself—or the Winthrops. “And you, Ste- 
phanie,” he finally asked. “Where is your home and family?” 
“Our home was in Chicago,” I lied. “My father worked in a big office there. He’s dead. 

And my mother married again,”—it wasn’t so hard to lie, to pretend that you were 





better than you were . . . “She lives in New York now. I don’t see her very often,” 
I added. “I’m really all alone.” 
“Poor baby.” Bob reached over and patted my hand. 
That was the night I knew Bob loved me. I guess I’d known about myself— 
that I loved him—right from the start. 
Because it was early, and he was off duty for a few hours, Bob 
drove out in the country. “I know a nice place to eat,” he 








\ Was it so wrong to try to forget the life T 
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that they had never been, make up my own past? 



























































| Tried To Hide My Past 





—to think I was beautiful. 
This is the kind of life Bob knows, | 
thought uneasily as I watched the couples 


It was a lovely old farmhouse that 

| been converted into a tearoom, and 
sever been in a place like it before. 
at nearby tables—the women smartly 
dressed and the men looking smooth in 
their sport jackets. The kind of life I was 


were burning in a huge fireplace 
there were beautiful pieces of copper 
ttered about, and thick carpets on the 
\ hostess greeted us and led the 

to a table overlooking the garden. 


just beginning to learn about. I knew | 
had to be careful so that Bob wouldn’t 
was glad I’d worn my new blue wool _ notice my awkwardness, my lack of ease. 
knew I looked good in it. I was glad 


ise | wanted Bob to be proud of me 


But later, as we parked high on the 
bluff overlooking the lake to watch the 


Bob was in that special place 





among the things that made me 


happy—Bob and his love... 


sunset—a burst of red and gold against 
the western sky—I forgot my fears. “Oh, 
it’s beautiful,” I cried out. 

“Like you are, Stephanie!” Bob 
reached over and pulled me close into the 
shelter of his arms—and I forgot every- 
thing but his nearness, his dearness. 

“I wonder if you know I love you, 
darling!” he said it softly, cupping my 
chin in his hand and looking deep into 
my eyes. “I think I must have loved you 
since the beginning of time,” he went on 
softly. “I couldn’t have learned to love 
you so much in a few short weeks . . .” 
He smiled, that rare smile that always 
lighted his face and made him seem 
handsome. 

“Remember, Stephanie, how I teased 
you about your name,” he hesitated, 
drew me closer, and I could feel the 
pounding of his heart. “Darling, would 
you change it to another—Osborne, per- 
He said it a little whimsically, 
but his face was so alight with love that 


haps!” 


it was almost frightening. “Stephanie 
Osborne.” He said it tenderly, like a 
caress. “It’s beautiful.” 

| didn’t need to think. I knew that 
more than anything else in all the world 
| wanted to be Bob’s wife. But | had to 
think. To ask myself if I had the right 
to marry him! I thought of many things 
—of my life and of his—of the things 
that Bob was, had always been—and I 
. . And I knew what the an- 
swer should be! 


was not . 


But even in those moments of judging 
myself I knew I couldn’t give Bob up. 
And I told myself he’d never need to 
know, that those things were of the 
past and they couldn’t—I wouldn’t let 
them—count against the wonder of our 
love se * 

impulsively I lifted my lips to Bob’s. 
And hungrily he met them—with a fire 
and sweetness that left us both shaken. 

“You’re my wonderful girl!” he whis- 
pered. “We'll have a beautiful life to- 
gether, Stephanie!” It was almost like a 
sacred pledge. 

He'll never need to know. | kept tell- 
ing myself. But later that night, as I lay 
in bed in my tiny apartment, my thoughts 
refused to go into the pattern of crooked 
thinking I’d tried so desperately to set 
them. 

Not wanting to remember, unable to 
forget, | was back to my childhood, liv- 
ing again the ugliness that the life of 
Stephanie Winthrop had always been. 
| was back to the tumble-down shack 
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wed called home. And hearing Mom 
snarl. “It’s good riddance—I’m glad he’s 
gone!” 

She was talking about my father who'd 
managed to stay sober long enough to 
tell her how no-good she was—not fit 
for a decent man to live with—and to 
walk out... 

] was seven then and Jackie. my 
brother, was four. All I could think of 


was how would we get enough to eat. 


never to return. 


Pop had worked some of the time, and 
usually managed to have food for us. 
and something to wear—such as it was. 
Butnow .. . 

Mom soon settled that. We ate when 
she managed to leave the bottle alone 
long enough to wait on customers at 
Jake’s Grill. And we ate when big fat 
Jake, with his greasy skin and sly smile. 
would come to see Mom. I guess I knew, 
even at seven, what it meant when Jake 
would give Jackie and me some pennies 
to buy candy and tell us to run and play. 
We'd stay away until we’d see him sneak 
off and then we knew we could go home 
again. 

There were other men, too, as the 
years went by. Sometimes Mom would 
doll up in a gay dress and paint her lips. 
and say, “See you later, kid!” And then 
acar would drive up and honk and she’d 
run out and jump in—and maybe we 
wouldn’t see her till the next day. But 
those were the times we'd have milk to 
drink, and maybe she’d go down to Nor- 
ton’s and buy some shoes for Jackie and 
adress for me. 

It was a strange, awful way to live. 
The house was never quite clean, the 
steps with the loose boards that never 
were fixed. the clothes that were too old- 
. No wonder the kids 
at school laughed at me. No wonder they 
snubbed us . . . I suppose their mothers 
warned them to stay away from the Win- 
throps. Of course they knew about Mom 
—kids aren’t dumb . . . 

But in spite of all this unhappiness the 
years seemed to fly by. Suddenly I was 
fifteen and Jackie was twelve. But Jackie 


looking for me . . 





had gone wild. I guess it’s easy for a boy 
to get in with the wrong gang—everyone 
wants pals. With girls it’s different. They 
just let you alone. So I never had any 
friends, good or bad. And sometimes I'd 
think Jackie was the lucky one . . . 

But still I had to talk to him. “Jackie,” 
I'd tried to make him understand that | 
wasn’t scolding—that I only wanted to 





‘help him. 





“Don’t you see our only 
chance is to study hard and get a job and 
be decent someday!” 

“You're crazy!” He’d been hard, even 
at twelve. And he knew all the answers. 
“I’m going to belong to Pat’s gang as 
soon as I’m old enough. A guy’s dumb 
to study and work—there’s an easier 
way—and I’m going to live decent, too. 
You'll see . . .” 

He was picked up by the police once 
for petty stealing. Then one night—he 
was fourteen then—he was arrested for 
breaking into the school. They put him 
in a detention home for that. But I guess 
I knew that the home wouldn’t help 
Jackie—nothing would ever straighten 
him out. He was like Mom. he’d always 
take the easy way! 

I graduated from Belmont High when 
| was seventeen. There had been nothing 
else for me to do but study. I'd tried to 
get jobs baby-sitting, but no one wanted 
to trust their children with Ann Win- 
throp’s girl. I tried to get a job washing 
dishes at Jake’s but he snarled, “Nix, kid. 
I don’t want you around here.” 

Once I went to a school party. Miss 
Blain. my teacher, said everyone should 
come. So I went alone, wearing a red 
dress of Mom’s. At sixteen I was filled 
out and the dress fit me like it did Mom 

-sort of tight, except that I was taller 





so it was pretty short, too. But it was all 
I had to wear. I remember I took a bath 
in the wash tub and arranged my hair in 
a different style, and I'd used some of 
Mom’s lipstick. I thought I looked nice. 
I didn’t know 

I was real happy that I was going. It 
didn’t even matter too much that I didn’t 
have anyone to go with. I’d have fun 
after I got there. | promised myself. | 
walked into the gym where the party was, 
and stood waiting for someone to say 
“hello.” For just an instant the hum of 
conversation stopped—and then there 
were titters and nudges and whispers. | 
felt my face get hot with shame. They 
didn’t want me. They weren’t even go- 
ing to speak to me. . . 

“Hello, Stephanie,” a soft voice said. 
It was Miss Blain, smiling down at me. 
“That’s 
such a pretty name. I never speak to you 
that I don’t think how like you it is— 
sweet and good and lovely.” She took 
my hand. “Would you like to sit with 
me?” she asked. “For just a little while.” 


“Stephanie,” she said softly. 


I realized she (Continued on Page 70) 


Pa’ was so warm, so 
friendly. I knew that 


heliked me—but would 


he still if Itold him the 


Kind of life I used 10 


in school would have — 
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| Seine FIFTEEN the first time I really saw Carl Ross. Actually, | 

had known him for several years before that, but I’d never 
really noticed him. | guess I had just never looked at him. But 
one day coming out of school I happened to look up and there he 
was, leaning against the corridor wall, his tall slim frame relaxed. 
his copper-colored skin smooth and fine, his dark eyes watching 
me. Oddly, though, it was his hands that I noticed, his fingers 
strong and sure and smoothly tanned, one hand holding some 
books at his side, the other with fingers casually curled around a 
cigarette. 

And as I looked, at his hands and then at him, my heart began 
beating wildly and my face got hot, and I thought, “This is crazy, 
you just don’t look at a boy and fall in love with him.” But | 
guess that’s just exactly what I did. 

It was a couple of weeks before I first spoke to him, though. | 
hadn’t had the chance before because Carl was in a real closed 
group, the group, actually, at Milton High, and people who weren’t 
in, just didn’t have any contact at all with them. I was not in. Not 
that I didn’t want to be—I guess everyone did—but it wasn’t the 
kind of group that you could crash. And so I just stood on the side- 
lines and watched Carl every chance I got. 

Actually, though, that wasn’t too often. Usually after school | 
had to hurry home to babysit for my seven-year-old brother Tony 
until my mother got home from work, about eight. That didn’t 
leave any time for after-school dates, or even getting to know 
people. I didn’t mind too much, though, nobody had ever noticed 
me enough to ask for a date after school anyway. 

Then one day I was hurrying out the front door at school when 
a long arm suddenly blocked my path. 

“Hi, pretty,” a deep. easy voice drawled. “Why the big hurry?” 

I knew who it was even before I looked up, and my heart started 
hammering. 

“No hurry ... now,” I said, trying to sound flip and more ex- 
perienced with boys, like the girls in his crowd. I looked up at him 
slowly and made my lips smile. Don’t let me say anything wrong, 
I prayed, but Carl was grinning at me now. 

“Want a coke?” he asked abruptly. 

“I—I’ve got something to do now,” I said, and suddenly I hated 


Sure, that’s what I was—why deny it? 


Everybody knew anyway. Oh, ['d been 


all right until I met Carl... but after 


that I could never be the same again 











hen [ was in Carl’s arms. what | did somehow 
Jidn’t seem wrong. With his hands caressing 
me, awakening strange feelings, I felt as if I 


vere drowning, and my will wasn’t my own 
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little brother Tony who needed 
mebody to watch him, and my mother, 
had to go to work. Why couldn’t I 
2 normal life, why couldn’t I be free 
ccept a date in the afternoon if | 
nted one. Now it was all ruined, be- 
e of them. Carl wouldn’t want a girl 
was only free at certain hours. 
looked up and he was eying me 
zically. 
ll be free after eight, though,” I 
for no real reason. I knew Mom 
uldn’t want me going out at eight, but 
t let her say anything, | thought, just 
er object! 
real mystery woman,” Carl said. 
“Okay, eight o’clock,” and he was 


lon’t know how I got through the 
f that day—I was on pins and 
lles. When Mom came home I told 
| had a date that night. I knew she 
ld object, and I had all the argu- 
ready. She frowned and started 
say something, but then she took 
ther look at me and I guess she 
led not to. “Don’t stay out too late, 
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rrows a school day,” was all she 
irl picked me up at a little after 
He sauntered in, grinned widely 
se, and then eyed me approvingly. 
frowned and I could tell she didn’t 
me to go out with him. I| intro- 
| them and Carl nodded and said, 
split, baby.” Mom looked like 
was going to say something, and I 
ight, “She’d just better not. She’s 
zot her permanent babysitter, that’s 
he wants anyway.” 
hris—” Mom was saying. I turned 
nd and looked at her and she 
ved, then said, “Don’t be back too 


the door I paused and said, “Okay, 
n’t be back . . .” then I smiled at 
and added, “. . . too late.” 


“‘Why can’t you let me live my own life. 
Mom?” I asked. “Let me make my own mistakes. 
Don’t try to tell me everything, let me 


find out for myself—even if I do get hurt” 









es. 


” 





Carl and I were in love—or at least I pretended 


we were...until the day I overheard Carl talking 


about me. After that I couldn’t pretend any 


more—but I couldn’t stop seeing him either 


I knew Mom didn’t like Carl, and | 
figured I'd hear all about it when I got 
back. so I just decided to enjoy myself 
as much as possible. We got into Carl’s 
car and | sank back into the seat. 

“The gang’s over Jerry’s house.” he 
said. “Wanta go?” 

Did I want to go? This was my chance 
to get in with Carl’s crowd! 

“Sure.” I said. 

“I've got to pick up some cokes on the 
way.” he was saying. “And something 
to spice it up a little. You—do like a 
little taste to your coke, don’t you?” 

He glanced at me and I could tell how 
important my answer was. | didn’t 
hesitate for a minute. even though I'd 
never tasted any liquor before. 

“I'm all for it,” I said. 

“That's my girl.” Carl said. pulling 
me to him. 

When we got to Jerry’s house, all of 
the crowd was there. There was only one 
red bulb lit in the livingroom and the 
music was loud and pretty wild. I saw 
a girl coming out of one of the rooms 
and it didn’t take me long to see that 
there was nobody home. 

“Jerry lives here with his old man,” 
Carl explained to me, “and he works the 
night shift at the factory. So we’ve got 
the run of the house. every night but 
weekends.” 

The house was big and nicely fur- 
nished, and everybody acted pretty much 
at home. Carl went into the kitchen to 
mix the drinks and | took off my coat. 

“Here, tell me if it’s okay,” he said a 
few minutes later as he handed me a 
drink. I tasted it and it was pretty 
strong, but | just nodded and smiled. 

I drank it down faster than I knew | 
should and somebody handed me another 


a soon as it was gone. By the time | 


was half through with the second I was 
feeling no pain. Carl pulled me up and 
we started dancing. The record was slow 
and dreamy, and before I knew it we 
were in a darkened bedroom. 

“Oh. baby.” Carl murmured against 
my hair. his hands caressing my body. 
awakening nerves. feelings that I didn’t 
know I had. I couldn’t seem to move, it 
was just as if my body wasn’t my own. 

“Baby. baby,” Carl was murmuring. 
and suddenly his lips came down on 
mine. hard. demanding. Our bodies 
clung, and then I was drowning . . . 

Afterwards I cried—from fear and 
shame. Why had I let that happen, it 
was all wrong. But yet somewhere deep 
down inside me a voice kept saying. 
“He’s yours now. That makes him 
yours.” 

It was late when he took me home. 

“See you. kiddo.” he said casually. 
and for just a moment there at the door 
I felt panic. Maybe he didn’t like me 
anymore, maybe he wouldn't take me 
I had heard that boys 
didn’t respect a girl who went all the 
way. But he must know that | did it be- 
cause | love him, he must know that. | 


out anymore. 


thought. And he must love me too. Sud- 
denly I had to know. 

“Carl.” I said, “do you love me? You 
know I love you, don’t you?” 

“Sure. I know, kid.” he said. 

“But do you love me too?” I persisted. 

“Sure I do, sure.” he mumbled. Then. 
with a slight pressure on my arm, he was 
gone. I went into the house. suddenly 
feeling tired. It was dark and Mom was 
asleep. For that I was relieved. Every- 
thing would work out. I thought as | 
undressed, Carl loved me—he had to or 
he wouldn’t have said it—I would hear 
from him tomorrow, | would be in his 


crowd, and Mom wouldn't dare make me 
stop seeing him—as long as she wanted 
a babysitter for Tony. 

The next day at school Carl stopped 
me in the corridor. 

“Hi, kiddo.” he said. grinning. “Same 
time, same station ?~ 

“Sure, Carl.” I said. 

Later one of the girls in the crowd 
smiled at me and asked. “We going to 
see you at Jerry's tonight?” Well. | 
thought, now I’m really one of them. 
“Tell Carl to bring some liquor when he 
comes,” she said. “Jerry just told me his 
old man drank up all that was left from 
last night.” 

“Okay. I'll tell him.” I said. They all 
know he's mine now, | thought. We're 
just about going steady now. 

That night when Mom got home | told 
her Carl was picking me up again. 

“I guess you know I don't want you 
to go out with him,” she said. sighing. 
“He’s not the type of boy Id like you to 
date.” 

“You don’t even know him.” [ coun- 
tered. “What do you know about what 
type of boy he is?” 

“T can tell.” 

“Well. I’m not going to stop going out 
with him just because you don’t like him. 
I’m not going to give everything up just 
because you don’t think he’s a nice boy. 
What do you care anyway—you’ve still 
got your babysitter.” 

“Chris, you know I—” but the door- 
bell interrupted her. It was Carl and | 
left before she could say any more. 

That night at Jerry’s when I walked 
in everyone greeted me like I was really 
one of the group, and Carl treated me 
like I was kind of special. Somebody 
suggested a “bottoms-up” party to see 
who could (Continued on Page 72) 
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as handsome and charming. and when he 





omised me excitement and love T found Teouldn’t 





resist...even if it meant Thad to leave my husband 


and baby—Ild rather do that than ; ve up Paul 





“Here, let me help you with 
those,”” Paul said, and as our 
eyes met, I read desire, prom- 
ise, something strange, new, 
something wonderful in them 


Couldn't 
Him 


A 
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ig HAD BEEN just like any other Saturday morning around the house, until 

my husband brought the mail in and there, right on top, was a familiar pale 
gray envelope with my name written in the lazy scrawl that must have given many 
a postal clerk a headache. 

“Oooh, a letter from Barbie!” I squealed, grabbing the letters from Jimmy 
and throwing the rest on the kitchen table. Barbara Hayes and I had been best 
friends from kindergarten, and all through school, although she was always 
running around the country somewhere. 

“Well,” Jimmy said quietly, but grinning at my enthusiasm, “where is she 
now?” 

“Still in New York,” I answered, scarcely looking at the postmark, and tearing 
the envelope open unceremoniously. 

Barbie’s letters were always so exciting, and she was always up to something, 
or going somewhere, or just returning from somewhere. I remembered the one 
from Paris— Quickly I read the first few lines, then turned to Jimmy excitedly. 

“Jimmy, guess what!” I cried. “She’s coming back home!” 

“Here, to Lawrenceville?” he said, raising his eyebrows, which was really 














Couldn’t 
Let 
Him 
Go 


I'd been so excited when 
Barbiecamebacktotown 
—how could I know that 
nothing would ever be 


the same because of ee 


showing surprise, for Jimmy. 

| read on hurriedly, telling him bits 
and pieces— “She didn’t like the Wash- 
ington job. She’s married again, hus- 
band is an insurance salesman and will 
go to work in her father’s business. 
They'll be here next week!” 

‘Guess old man Hayes will be pretty 
tickled,” Jimmy said. 

“Oh, Jimmy, isn’t it wonderful!” I 
exclaimed. “It'll be just like old times. 
[here’s a vacancy in the bridge club 
since Mary resigned, and I’m sure Bar- 
bie’s husband—what’s-his-name—will 
want to join the Dukes and Earls Social 
Club. You can get him in. And we 
can 

‘Hold on just a minute, Helen,” Jim- 
my interrupted me, laughing, as he 
flipped through the other mail. “You're 
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planning their whole life for them.” 

“But I know just what she'll want to 
do,” I said. 

Just then, the screen door banged 
loudly and Sharon, our four-year-old 
daughter, came rushing in, crying un- 
happily. 

“Daddy, Mommie, a big boy broke 
my tricycle! Come fix it, Daddy, come 
fix it.” 

“All right, sweetheart,” Jimmy said 
soothingly, and scooping her up over his 
shoulder, started toward the back door. 

“Sharon,” I called after them, “guess 
what? Your Aunt Barbie is coming 
home.” 

Well, you couldn’t have told who was 
the happiest at the news, my daughter 
or me. She immediately forgot the tears, 
her face broke into a wide grin and she 
began clapping her hands and chanting 
over and over, “Aunt Barbie, Aunt 
Barbie.” 

Jim shook his head as if we were both 
crazy, then they went on outside, down 
the steps and into the backyard. Watch- 
ing their retreating backs, my heart gave 
a little lurch of thankfulness, for my dear 
and wonderful husband, and for our lit- 
tle girl. Like a dull pain, the ever-pres- 
ent awareness that Sharon could not 
have any brothers and sisters came 
quickly over my mind, but I was deeply 
grateful that we had her, and | pushed 
the thought back. 

Picking up Barbie’s letter again, | 
read it more leisurely, remembering 
again the lovely days of our growing up. 
I, too, was an only child, and the day 
the “new family” moved across the street 
from where | lived, I hoped and prayed 
that there’d be a little girl to play with. 
My prayers were answered and, from the 
very first day, Barbie and | became best 
friends, closer than sisters. From the be- 
ginning, Barbie was always the adven- 
turesome one and I the quiet one who 
cheered her from the sidelines, or stayed 
at home while she went to exciting 
places. 

Barbie’s father was a branch manager 
and part owner of a small insurance 
company, and she frequently went with 
the family to the state capitol, where the 
home office was located. Later on, she’d 
go to Washington, D. C., for student con- 
ferences and conventions, or to visit rel- 
atives. Once she even went all the way 
to Hollywood, California, to see a dis- 
tant cousin. All this was just while she 
was in high school. Afterwards, she 








really got the wanderlust—schools iy 
different places, exciting jobs, and meet. 
ing exciting people. She would usually 
come back home between flings and I, ¢ 
course, would hear all about the adve 
tures—always eagerly, sometimes witha 
little twinge of envy. 

I'd never left Lawrenceville, though 
I'd planned to once. I worked in my 
father’s small store for two years after 
high school, and just when our long. 
awaited plans for my going to college 
were about to come true, Jimmy Ray. 
lins, who’d sort of been my steady, re 
turned from his tour of duty in the 
army. We took one look at each other 
and knew that this was it, and it was, 
Then, of course, I didn’t want to go any 
more, because everything had suddenly, 
wonderfully, come to me. 

Jimmy and I were married after the 
briefest of engagements, and our happi- 
ness was complete when, a year later, 
Sharon was born. 

And now Barbie, whom we hadn't 
seen in over a year, was coming back to 
Lawrenceville, for good. All of the next 
week was one of happy plans and antici- 
pation. I called our mutual friends, some 
of whom had received letters too, and we 
arranged parties, and had everything set 
for a real homecoming. 

It seemed as if they’d never come, but 
then, suddenly, there they were standing 
at my front door! So like Barbara, to 
come unannounced, without ceremony. 

“Helen!” she cried happily. 

“Barbie!” I exclaimed, and then 
were hugging, and crying a little, 
both talking at the same time. Jimm 
and Barbie’s husband stood in the back 
ground, smiling and watching us tole 
antly, as husbands are wont to do ¢ 
such occasions. Sharon was jumping 
and down for attention, and also had h 
eyes on the big fancily wrapped prese 
that Barbie was holding. 

“This is for you, baby,” Barbie told 
her, with a big squeeze. “Gee, you’ 
growing fast!” 

“I’m four years old, Aunt Barbie,” 
Sharon said proudly. ; 

Finally, in the general confusion, we 
were introduced to Barbie’s husband, 
Paul, and I was immediately impresse 
with how very handsome and charming 
he was. He and Jimmy seemed to 
to each other like old friends, too, and 
I was surprised because Jimmy was slow” 
in forming opinions. Somehow or other 
Paul made it all (Continued on Page 59) 
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I looked at Sharon, helping me 
set the table, and I felt a mild 
hysteria —how could I just 


leave her, never see her again? 
























: Bees CLATTER of Dave’s old jalopy broke the afternoon 
® stillness. I tossed my book down on the couch and ran out 
‘on the porch. I was about to kid him about being late when I 
saw him helping Mom out of the front seat. 

_ “Easy does it, Mrs. Storm. Everyone expects the running- 
board to be on this special model of the last century—but it 
isn’t. I’ve modernized it to go with the times!” Mom was laugh- 


_ “Say, Mom,” I teased, “I thought you wouldn’t trust Dave’s 
_ jalopy to take you three yards.” Dave was already pulling a 
load of groceries out of the back seat. I ran down to help. 
Mom heaved a long sigh and gave Dave a sheepish smile. 
“Dave knows I’m just a little old-fashioned—and cautious. 
there I was, with this big load of perishables in the hot 
And the bus was so crowded, the driver just took one 
and slipped past me! Then Dave came lumbering along— 
I was never so happy to see anyone in my life! And he was 
ee oe ee went more then thirty al the way Beer” 
Dave’s eyes met mine over a huge bunch of celery and we 
~ chuckled. Dave’s speedometer had never moved off twenty-five 


just wasn’t fair! Mona was out 
er all our boy friends, and what 
worse, it looked like she was 
them. We had to stop that! 
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“*You’re so muscular! In school 

I think of you as a scholar— 

then when I see you in swim 

trunks, it’s such a wonderful 

surprise,” Mona was gushing 
to Dave .. . my Dave 
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It didn’t seem so wrong 
when we first started... 
but like a snowball our 
schemekept getting more 
and more complicated, 
until it was completely 
out of our control and 


we could do nothing 





in the year he’d had his bright red 
jalopy. Just because it made such a 
racket, Mom just assumed it had tons of 
power, but all Dave’s tinkering inside 
it couldn’t make it go fast. 

“When I start my taxi service, you'll 
be my preferred customer, Mrs. Storm. 
Twenty-four hour service, and it'll al- 
ways be a pleasure.” Dave winked at me. 
As much as Mom liked Dave Stuart, she 
would have to be desperate, like this 
afternoon, to ride in his homemade 
heap. Dave knew it, and he didn’t mind. 
Maybe because his folk wouldn’t get into 
it, either! 

“I’m afraid I took advantage of Dave 
on the way home. I gave him a long- 
winded summary of our meeting today. 
We’re launching our fall program early. 
Sandy.” 

I was only half-listening as I stowed 
things into the refrigerator. Mom and 
her Ladies’ Civic Club met every other 
Friday. You would think we lived in 
a huge metropolitan area instead of 
quaint little Canfield where most of the 
same houses and same families had 
existed for years. 

“I was telling Dave about our plan 
to enlist the help of high school students. 
especially seniors like you and Dave, 
Mom went on, “to help newcomers feel 
more at home in Canfield. You know. 
we have hundreds of new residents since 
the electronic tube company moved into 
Canfield Meadows. It’s up to us to help 
them feel at home here—and part of 
our community. Dave agrees that you 
youngsters might help by drawing them 
into your groups when school starts next 
month.” 

“Sure, Mom,” I said quickly, as she 
gave me a pleading look. Mom was for- 
ever pushing some good cause, and get- 
ting other people to join her effort. But 
just then, I couldn’t help thinking that 
I liked Canfield fine without a whole lot 
of newcomers. Even last spring, things 
were beginning to change at high be- 
cause so many new families came into 
town. /t’s one thing to let them in—but 
it’s another thing when they barge in 
and try to take over! 

Why, I was president of my girls’ 
sorority for three years—and in May, 
I had to campaign like crazy to get re- 
elected for senior year! It would have 
killed me to lose out to a newcomer for 
my last year of high! But Mona Fred- 
erick—only six months in town—staged 
such a big show that our gang had to 


really work to keep me in office. An 
office that everyone took for granted 
would be mine right through the four 
years of high. Boy, we'd really given 
Mona the cold shoulder since! I didn’t 
care whether Graham Electronic Tube 
folded up or burned down, if it meant 
we would be rid of people like Mona 
Frederick. 

Her father was a guard, I think, over 
there, and they’d only been in town 
about eight or nine months. Mona, 
though, acted as if Canfield was hers 
for the taking. Not just Canfield—but 
all its eligible young men, a tiny voice 
sneered at me. When it comes to the 
boys, she really has what it takes. 

It hurt a little to think that some of 
the loyalty of my crowd of girls stemmed 
from that. But deep down, I feared that 
it was true. Mona, with her teasing eyes, 
her honey-colored skin, and long wavy 
hair was a striking beauty. I wouldn't 
say it aloud—but I didn’t lie to myself. 
Beside her, Susie Bodecker and Carol 
Whiting and Rhoda Hughes and Joan 
Lewis and me were washed-out copies 
of Cinderella after midnight. 

Mona had that vitality, that extra 
spark that God only gives out once ina 
while. The five girls in our crowd knew 
it, and we hugged our men into a tight 
circle before they found out, too. Mona 
couldn’t help knowing we closed our 
ranks to her—but did that stop her from 
trying to grab our men? No. She flirted 
shamelessly—so brazenly in the open 
that it really galled us enough to get to- 
gether and discuss it, without the fellows, 
of course. 

“What kills me,” Carol Whiting said 
hotly, “is that she flirts with all our guys. 
As if it didn’t matter which found her 
charms irresistible! It’s simply disgust- 
ing—if she settled on one guy, it 
wouldn’t seem so trampy.” 

I sort of lost the rest of the discussion 
as | pictured how I would feel if she set- 
tled on Dave Stuart. My heart ached 
with the fear of losing him. Sure, Dave 
was crazy about me and we’d gone steady 
since freshman year—but he was only 
human and Mona was—well, Mona was 
Mona, with that extra verve, that spar- 
kle, that made me loathe my short hair. 
the turned-up nose that Dave called, 
“pert.” and my trim, almost boyish fig- 
ure. I didn’t want to remind him of 
Audrey Hepburn when Marilyn Monroe 
was ogling him! 

His eyes met mine, but he was still 
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talking with Mom. Dave was sincere 
when he said he would get the Student 
Council together for a meeting right 
after Labor Day and talk of Mom’s sug- 
gestions. 

“It’s true—Dad was talking just last 
night on Canfield’s having ‘new blood’ 
now, and our whole economy is chang- 


ing overnight. He says it’s now up to the 
old residents to meet the challenge and 
grow right along with Canfield. You 
know, he wasn’t sure when Graham 
started this plant that it would be the 
best thing for Canfield. Now he says, 


**It’s the stolen 


money,” Susie said, 
and fear and excite- 
ment raced through 
me as she added, “and 
I think I know how to 
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get even with Mona!” 


a 


he realizes why progress in the whole 
world is so slow—too many people like 
him want to fight to hold things the way 
they’ve always known them.” 

So do I, | thought with an ache, but 
ashamed to voice it. | couldn’t let Mom 
and Dave feel disappointed in me—espe- 
cially Dave. Mom looked so happy as we 
said goodbye to her. “It looks like we'll 
all be working together this fall. I’m so 
glad to hear about your Dad’s viewpoint, 
Dave. His opinion means so much in 


Canfield!” 


Just as we were pulling away, Mom 
came dashing out of the house. “Would 
you mind dropping this letter off when 
you go by the post office? And here’s a 
nice bag of fruit to eat after your swim!” 

Dave leaped out for the items, and got 
in again, munching a pear. “Here, help 
yourself, doll.” He passed me the bag 
and with a couple of loud chugs and a 
few odd noises that sounded like fire- 
crackers exploding, we were off. 

“Your 
Sandy. She’s (Continued on Page 52) 
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mother’s an angel, really, 














SHOVING, excited wall of people pushed me into 

the subway train when the doors snapped open. 
Whether I had wanted to get on or not made no difference. 
The force of the “wall” was tremendous. But even in that 
crush of humanity I spotted her. 

“She would make a perfect Jane Number Three,” I smiled 
to myself. “Those sensuous, full lips, the sparkling brown 
eyes, the slightly rounded face, the beautiful neck curving 
out of sight into the fur collar of her brown topcoat.” 

There she was, squeezed against the door, holding on 
for dear life as the subway hurtled towards Battery Park. 
I felt sorry for her as I detected a trace of fright from the 
pressure of the people. Obviously she was a recent arrival 
to Manhattan, probably from some faraway jumping-off 
place. 

But I didn’t mind the thought. She had much to offer, 
I could tell. 

She caught sight of me standing near a pole in the middle 
of the car and in the middle of a sea of people. A smile 
played across my face which helped erase the trace of fear 
from her eyes. She smiled back at me, charmingly, then 
let her face relax, leaving a warm, friendly glow as she 
lowered her eyes. 

The rhythmic clickety-click of the train wheels added 
to the beat of my heart as I envisioned myself tucked away 
in some secret love nest, telling her of love. And I thought 
of John Donne’s sweet lines of poetry which I had softly 
chanted to both my other “Janes,” when they vowed their 
eternal love to me: 


“If yet I have not all thy love, 
Dear, I shall never have it all. 
I cannot breathe one other sigh, to move; 
Nor can entreat one other tear to fall.” 


“She would make a perfect Jane,” I repeated to myself. 
Jane was such a sweet name for a girl in love. My two 
had graciously consented to my calling them that. Always 
I had my way with them. I was the master and they were 
the pupils. 

Perhaps I could have a word with this third prospect, 
maybe arrange to meet her sometime, before she got off 
the subway. Too bad I hadn’t met her a week ago, | 
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She was everything [had ever 
wanted in a virl, and in that 
crowded, impersonal subway 
train her eves seemed to 
say. “Td like to vet to know 
vou better.” But T couldn't 
move. couldn't seem to say 


anvthing at all to her 
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suddenly thought, regretfully. 

The crowd thinned out after a few 
stops as many got off and fewer got on. 
I tried to maneuver to a seat near her, 
but several other persons got there first. 
I had to be content to sit across the aisle 
from her. She was a picture of charm 
and seductiveness as she sat with her 
shapely legs crossed and her head buried 
in the Morning Star. 

Once she glanced up, and the smile 
crossed her face again. I could tell that 
she was interested in me because as | 
watched, it became increasingly difficult 
for her to concentrate on her reading. | 
noticed that she was one of those per- 
sons who reads a paper from back-to- 
front. Odd, I thought to myself. It 
would take her a long time to get 
to Page two. 

As she uncrossed her legs and rear- 
ranged her coat, she caught my eye 
again.I smiled as warmly as I knew 
how. She returned the smile, with a 
slight blush which told me much about 
her. She was young and virtuous, her 
smile told me. I knew I had found a 
rare, rare soul. 

But how did I make contact with her? 
How would I ever get to know who she 
was? Would she get off the train before 
me? If she did, I would never know . .. 
There was no way to follow her. I had 
an appointment which couldn’t be 
broken, for any reason. 

My new “Jane” took out her mirror 
from a huge, stylish carry-all bag. She 
checked her makeup which really needed 
no attention. It was a vain act, I suppose. — 

I panicked slightly inside as I saw © 
her look intently at the next stop we 
made, she seemed ready to get off as she — 
shifted to the edge of her seat. But no, 
it wasn’t the stop. She settled back in — 
the seat and again tried to concentrate — 
on the news. But I knew that she couldn’t — 
do that for long. Not after the way she ~ 
reacted when our eyes first met. I knew 
that | was making headway. 

She began looking out the window 
behind me, looking into the inky black- 
ness of the subway tunnel. She gazed 
at the two men seated on either side of 
me, a smile playing near the corners of — 
her mouth. 

She tried to sneak a look at me, in- 
stead, turned it into a warm, friendly 
stare, unable to break out of my near- 
hypnotic gaze. She seemed to be send- 
ing me a mental message, as much as — 
to say “I'd (Continwed on Page 51 








Tunic in “Rajah” style is of flowered cot- 
i, neckline, buttoned front. 
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a ieee = omens JPOR THE fashion-conscious woman 
al , j ge dap) cays interested in the new spring and sum- 
he 5. % “é = mer creations, this season offers more 
10, | j f than ever. Though very chic, the styles 
n 4 have a new relaxed look, one that should 
te a 2 come as quite a welcome to most women. 
vt Ak “Separates” are still big news for around- 
i ss the-clock wearing, and after-five dresses 
~ ; : show flares and rippling skirts. 

a { The overblouse and tunic have been 
~ rs included in every collection this year. 
k- ee ie Es Shirt overblouses and side-split tunics 
od =. an can be worn with a variety of stretch and 
of 3 tapered pants and culottes. 
of a a RS: Designers have gone all out with new 

woh) = necklines and bloused top treatments, 
. ' Bee Se along with the knitty look and every con- 
y ; ceivable type of skirt—to allow you to 
ee = = dress up, or down, for the occasion. All 
1 PR of the new fabrics and colors have been 
E Pe: used to make the fashions on these pages 


top news. 
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100% cotton knit is sleeveless, 
fashionable flare skirt of un- 
leats, buttoned bodice and nar- 
t the waist. Can be hand-washed 
won't shrink or stretch out of 
Bright-colored necklace can be 
it. Made by Koret of California. 


r look in knits (right), this chic 
tures the new relaxed look. 
ardigan” blazer has white trim, 
ons, three-quarter-length sleeves. 

shape-retaining cotton knit. 
ith jacket are new “Spring Capers 
Fashions by Koret of California. 


ei HE new spring and summer fashions 
feature brightly colored prints and 
make use of all of the latest cloth fab- 
rics. Arnel Tricots, cotton-covered rub- 
bers, cotton knits all make possible a bet- 
ter fitting wardrobe, one that will re- 
tain its shape and snug fit, and one that 
can be hand-washed and needs little or 
no ironing. Cottons can be washed by 
machine and still need no ironing, and 
knits resist creases, stains, odor, perspi- 
ration, wrinkles, stretching, shrinkage, 
dirt and mildew. 
This season’s fashions come in bright, 
complementary colors—yellows and 


oranges, aqua, jewel green, mint frappe, 
goldenrod, peacock, lilac, scarlet-—and 
prints are back in fashion. 

The tunic and overblouse are big 
news for the new casual, relaxed look. 


4 
 . 


“Nehru” tunic coat is last word in fashion. 
It is sleeveless, knee-length, fitted loosely 
at waist for the new relaxed look. Comes 
in colorful orange, pink and white cotton 
print, with chic side split, with silk pants, 
can be dressed up or down. By Tabak. 
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and come in knee and hip-length. They 
can be worn with tapered silk and stretch 
knit pants for that casual but very chic 
look. The comfortable and flexible cu- 
lotte is still holding its own in the fash- 





Overblouse in bright yellow cotton print 
features short sleeves, round neckline. 
Straight lines are accented by wide bow at 
side hip. Two-piece outfit consists of slim 
skirt and blouse, can be dressed up with 
vari-length beads for evening. By Tabak. 





ion world, and can be worn with a casual 
overblouse. 

All of the fashions shown on these 
pages can be worn throughout the after- 
noon and right on to evening for that 
first casual cocktail. They can be dressed 
up or down—long, brightly colored 
necklaces and beads, earrings, bracelets 
and other jewelry, a carelessly draped 
scarf, or jeweled slippers transform an 
afternoon outfit into a sophisticated en- 
semble for evening. 

TAN’s fashions are by Tabak and Ko- 


ret of California, and all shown on these 


pages are under $25. 


W ell-dressed, not over-dressed look is seen 
in this blazer outfit which features “Pace 
Setter” jacket and slim skirt. White trim 
accents the casual lines and wide loose 
three-quarter-length sleeves. Comes in cot- 
ton knit that holds its shape. By Koret. 


Bermuda-length culottes are cool and com- 
fortable for summer, worn with a casual, 


almost straight-lined overblouse. Both 
pieces are 100% Arnel Tricot. Overblouse 
has interesting V neckline; culottes fea- 
ture box pleats. By Koret of California. 
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Beauty 





ODAY’S HAIR STYLES are roller-set, soft, provocative, 
and vary from the smooth cap fashions to the newer, 





layered, “artichoke” cuts. But no matter which hair style you 
select, or how clever your styling tricks are, your hair first 
requires faithful care to make it manageable. Cleanliness is 
basic, and this means a shampoo with gobs of suds at least 
once a week. Work up one lather and rinse. Then lather 
and rinse again and again until your hair is so “squeaking” 
clean that it will hold any set better. 

Follow this through by brushing every day and by massag- 
ing your scalp gently with the pads of your fingertips, using 
circular motions. Rely on suds and stimulation if you want 
to be your most beautiful in the latest coiffures and chapeaux. 
hampoo properly, lather at least twice using all ten fingers Lacquers, sprays and special settings are intended to in- 


> “<< ” * : 
assage your scalp and “scrub” your tresses. Then rinse crease your allure, but if you aren’t careful they can lessen 
the hair is “squeaking” clean. Do this at least once a 


and more often if you use lacquers, sprays, and lotions. 
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Be RY fern: 






shampooing and setting, an inex- 
e home dryer will dry hair as quickly 
eauty shop. There’s no need to suf- 
ile you sleep on rollers or go around 
use with your hair “up.” You can give 
a manicure or watch television. 
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Tricky “guiche” curls can be reset any- 
time with soapsuds. Can be finger-shaped 
with a thick paste of suds which will quick- 
ly dry to invisible coating. Suds setting is 
just as quick, much cleaner than setting 
with tape, nail polish, less damaging effect. 








































Fike 
Va 
; 
ative, it. The popular lacquers and sprays that keep hairdos in ; 
ewer, place come in handbag-size, besides the regular size con- 5 
> you tainers, so that you can conveniently “reinforce” your Fe 
first setting any time of day or evening. These sprays serve an im- re 
SS is portant purpose, but watch out after the first few applications Ss 
least —as they also tend to make hair limp and sticky, unless ap- 2 
ther plied on a clean “foundation.” As a general rule, the more 
ing” you spray, the more often you need to shampoo. Otherwise, + ae 
the desired effect will be lost. + a 
ssag- Those jaunty little cheek curls—called guiches—are easy 
sing to hold in place with soapsuds. Although they have been # 
want held with transparent adhesive tape or a drop of colorless 
aux. nail polish, the easiest way is to shape them with a thick paste 
» in- of soapsuds which dries to an invisible coating and keeps the yi ig 
ssen curl smartly—and neatly—in place. 











Daily brushing stimulates the scalp, helps keep hair cleaner, 
and more manageable, Vigorous brushing is essential before 
shampooing to loosen soil and dead skin so they can be 
washed away more completely. Brush should be clean. 












Neat, manageable, fashionable hair styles depend on 
shampooing at least once a week. Hair needs to be clean 
enough to hold a high style setting, to retain perky guiche 
curls, and to look well under pillbox or turban chapeaux. 
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Longer hair may now be yours 
...nere is yo 


r 
= Raveen.f 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER §& 


* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 








Bea 
Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hoir preparo- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beoutiful RAVEEN display box. 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAV EEN ~ is: sens 
$1.25 tthis includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and | 5c for postage! to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 5, illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you of ence, postpoid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers_ your wholesaler has not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his nome and address ond we'll see that he gets some in 
at once. 


Money Back Guarantee — you must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the 
unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. + 1888 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicage 16, IL 





PIZZA 
PARADE 


HE annual hunt for new ideas 

in pizza is on! Each year brings 
a new demand for food ideas that 
are quick yet tasty and inexpensive 
—and pizza fills the bill. Try a 
new tuna pizza, or a sardine, bo- 
logna, or gorgonzola. They’re easy 
to make, and can be used as a meal 
—or as hors d’oeuvres (see below) 
at a party. Make up the dough 
from biscuit mix and yeast, then 
cut into bite-size squares for hors 


d’oeuvres. Make little edges on 


each square, fill with the mixture 
of meat, sauce, and top with cheese 
for perfect little individual pizzas. 























Chuck Wagon Pizza 
mbination of the old and the new, this dish is a blend of 
tional Italian-style pizza and luncheon meat, an all- 
ican favorite. A man’s meal, this pizza makes a hand- 
dish to set before all the family—young and old. 


k-OLD Italian pizza pie has tremen- 
lous popularity in every form, from 
> cocktail snacks to a full course 
1er. The authentic versions have been 
rated upon and we find them now 
with all sorts of ingredients and 
a wide variety of cheeses, which 
ke them more on the American side 
the Italian. 
it the finished product in most cases 
he touch of Italy and is a most pun- 
delectable dish which will whet the 
tite of most food-loving folks when- 
it is served. 
Pizza crust can be made quickly and 
with biscuit or hot roll mix—no 


just mix, pat out and it’s ready 


baking. It makes a crisp, delectable 
and can be decorated with ancho- 
ylives and mushrooms. 
r a dinner, serve pizza with green 
1 and hot coffee. For snack or party 
let guests create their own master- 
buffet style . . . they can be made 
or Dagwood style, but all can be Company Pissa 
This delicious pizza will make a hit with any company. Made with sausage or salami, 
pages, see Page 74 pimiento, parsley, onion, garlic, mushrooms, and tomato, it has a crisp, delectable crust. 
Try baking it in a 9-inch pie pan, one package of hot roll mix will make four crusts. 


idual. For recipes not listed on 








Sausage Pizza 


Try this delicious sausage pizza on your 
guests some night. Made with biscuit mix 
and sausage, crumbled fine, it can be 
stored in the refrigerator for one hour 
before baking, if guests should come late. 


Pizza Hors d’Oeuvres 
Individual bite-size pizza hors d’oeuvres 
make an unusual and tempting treat at any 
party or gathering. This is one recipe you'll 
make again and again . . . just tailor-made, 
perfect for even a multitude of party needs. 


Polka Dot Pizza 
Mushrooms and tomato sauce, a traditional 
pizza combination, takes on a sophisticated 
look by the addition of mushroom caps, 
which provide flavor as well as glamour. 
Serve with a basket of your favorite fruit. 
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Checks oiliness to discourage blackheads, too! 


“Light up 


your skin with beauty!” 


says famous model Helen Williams 


es 


Completely non-irritating—yet leaves skin looking 
lighter, refines pores, does away with oily shine! 


Glamorous Helen Williams is as famous in Paris, 
here she recently modeled, as in New York! 

Helen says, ‘‘! love the light, golden look Pond’s 
anishing Cream gives my skin. It feels so sooth- 
g, too!’' This gentle cream never irritates as 
arsh bleaching creams do. It smooths and 
ftens your skin! 


zht, greaseless Pond’s Vanishing Cream re- 
nes pores, prevents oily shine. Use it by itself 

give your skin a velvety finish, or as a base to 

ep make-up flawless. Light up your beauty 
with Pond's Vanishing Cream! 








Child Care: 





Children Are Aware of 


Race Differences 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


**T FOW DO YOU EXPLAIN race dif. 

ferences to a child?” is a question 
that I’m repeatedly asked. There is no 
pat answer, only some general guides 
that I can give in these days of height. 
ened racial awareness. 

It is of primary importance that Negro 
children learn as early as possible that 
individuals differ in color, skin tone, 
hair texture, and that one is not good or 
bad, that value comes from what a per- 
son does, not what color he is. They need 
to understand that being some specific 
color is nothing to be proud of or 
ashamed of. It is a biological fact. 

Too often children are taunted with 
the old school yard chant, “If it’s white, 
it’s right, etc.” or “Eeney. meeney, 
miney, mo.” These kinds of verses often 
sting a dark-skinned child deeply and 
cause resentment to be buried deep in 
the unconscious against people of lighter 
skin or different races. 

It is difficult to say at what age a child 
becomes aware of race differences, but 
certain research studies have indicated 
that race attitudes are learned at a rela- 
tively early point in a child’s life. In one 
study, 85% of the four-year-olds were 
aware of varying degrees of racial differ- 
ence. These children were not only 
aware, but showed some type and degree 
of feeling about race and race differ- 
ences, and some habits of prejudging 
people and social relations in racial 
terms. Too often the little three-year-old, 
revealing her own conditioning, will se- 
lect the blonde doll over the colored 
baby, or will indicate that “I don’t like 
my kind of hair, I want ‘down’ hair, like 
my dolly.” 

Parents can do much in shaping posi- 
tive attitudes about race in their chil- 
dren. By making friends, reading books, 
listening to folk music of other cultures, 
collecting dolls of other lands and people, 
the child can learn the charm of the vari- 
ety of God’s children and realize that the 
differences are only superficial, and it’s 
the individual that counts. 
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Last Chance 


(Continued from Page 40) 


like to know you better.” But I couldn’t 
under the circumstances. She 
seemed on the verge of once saying some- 
thing to me aloud, but she held back at the 
Jast moment. She sat there, fidgeted, tried 


move, 


again to read the paper. But always she 
ended up gazing more hungrily into my 
face. 

I somehow had to get her name and ad- 
dress. I wracked my brain, trying to think 
up some way of finding out who she was. I 
saw the initials “J. M.” stamped on her 
bag. Perhaps her name really was Jane, I 
mused. 

As the train continued its race to Battery 
Park, its noises beating out a symphony on 
my ears, I could see the monument I would 
build to this Jane. One which would outdo 
the others. It would be worth anything to 
know that I would have her love. 

Her love would be something I would 
always treasure. It would be noble, above 
reproach, sincere—a love most people are 
only content to read about. But it is only 
people like us, me and my two Janes, who 
know the real meaning, know how beauti- 
ful and how satisfying true and eternal 
love can be. 

But suppose, I worried, furrowing my 
brow as I did so, suppose this young wom- 
an turned out like so many women I’ve 
sen... and read about? Suppose she 
would fall for me, then play me for what I 
might be worth, dodging me and meeting 
secretly with other men? I shuddered to 
think of that. I would remove the pleas- 
ures of true love. I couldn’t stand the 
thought. By nature, I am quiet, easygoing. 
If a woman was to be untrue, I’m not too 
sure how I might react. 

No, I said, as I came out of a half-trance. 
The train had flashed by several stations in 
a blur. I was thinking intently about the 
young woman. I looked at her again. Ap- 
parently seeing my far-away stare, she 
made another effort to read her paper. 

A middle-age man got on and practically 
sat in her lap as the subway lurched for- 
ward while he stooped to sit down. How 
clumsy some of these oafs are, I said to 
myself, hating him for touching her. He 
got a smile from her when he tipped his 
hat and asked her forgiveness. Some nerve. 

But then, maybe she liked that. Maybe 
she was just looking for any old slob of a 
man to make love to, perhaps give her an 
‘partment so that she could stop worrying 
about where she was going to sleep the 
next night. There are so many women like 
that in the world. 

And perhaps that’s why she turned on 
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so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
shield against dampness . . helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria 
keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 

















TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 
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| WHITE BLEACH 
| PRESSING | ~~~ AND GLOW 
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ap — SHAMPOO 
$1.00 only $1.00 
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: Long-Aid Co., Dept. E-2 P. O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. : 
HB Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, check or money order enclosed. : 
- 0 Long-Aid with K-7. Regular size $1.10 (1) Long-Aid Sulphur. $1.00 no tax. s 
2 oper 0) Large Economy size (] Long-Aid Actalan Soap. 60c no tax. &f 
.30 including tax. Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil. $1.10 ine @ 
[J Long-Aid White Pressing Compound. 0 Gienies, i or ene sade - & 
¥ 66c including tax. Long-Aid Bleach and Gl 83c in. & 
B (J Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Sham- 0 jen tax aot oT ee 
g poo. 69c no tax. & 
a (No C.O.D.'s outside continental United States. No orders shipped less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! 2 
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the charm when she caught me looking at 
her. Perhaps she thinks that I want to 
keep a woman. It was just as well that I 
wasn’t going to get to know her. Then I 
would just have to bid her goodbye as I 
had so many girls, the moment that I saw 
they were trying to get something from me 
instead of trying to learn the ways of true 
love. 

I suppose I was overbearing in my 
thoughts about the paunchy old man. After 
all, I don’t suppose that he intended it. But 
it seemed to me that he could have been 
much more careful. Then again, she may 
have planned it that way, perhaps she 
stuck her foot out to get his attention. But 
she turned and flashed another warn, inti- 
mate smile at me, then blushed and started 
to read again. 

No. She wouldn’t be a hussy. She’s too 
charming. I can see her pure soul shining 
through those innocent eyes. Sensing that 
I was staring at her, she looked up at me 
and tried to smile. I felt sure she wanted 
to meet me. I knew I could open a whole 
new world to her. 

Oh I could see us now, plighting our 
love to one another forever and ever. We 
would go to the roof of my apartment 
building. There, I would recite the poetry 
of ages past to her as we sat close in the 
still of a starry night. 

And there, slowly I would guide her in 
the ways of true love, letting her savor 
each step so she could reap the fullest 
benefit. When I was sure she was well- 
versed, we would practice our love-making 
as lovers have done since time began. 

Just we two specks of being up there on 
the roof, away from the rush of traffic and 
people running for subways, away from a 
world loaded with petty strife and the dull- 
ness of routine. We would have a world all 
our own, where only love and understand- 
ing would prevail. 

Some way, I had to contact her. It 
would have been the natural thing to get 
up and begin talking to her. But this is not 
the way of the true lover. He must meet 
the woman of his affections away from the 
chaotic crowds. He must slip quietly and 
easily into her life, away from the stares 
of people one meets on the street. 

! could have scribbled a note to her and 
casually dropped it in front of her, if I 
got off the subway before she did. But I 
had neither pencil nor paper. The train 
was nearing my stop and there was still no 
solution to the dilemma. 

Then I thought of signalling her to fol- 
low me when I got off. Perhaps it would be 
nice to talk to her in a quiet corner of the 
subway station. Of course the screeching 
trains passing through the tubes would 


disturb the quiet now and then. But it 
would provide a chance for us to make a 
beginning. 


I thought how fickle fate can sometimes 
be. Had I not been making this special 


trip | could have followed her. Because I 
could see the qualities of love deep within 
her, only waiting for the touch of a master 
to awaken and quicken as the heart does at 
such a time. In two weeks, the young 
woman facing me would have been capable 
of reciting and acting out the true meaning 
of love. At 25, I prided myself on having 
spent nearly 10 years, beginning in high 
school, of studiously exploring the art of 
love and how to reap the maximum from it. 

I must confess that at first I was a very 
poor student, grovelling in the throes of 
first love, knowing heartache from the 
fickle girl friends I had, growing to hate 
everything they stood for. That was be- 
cause I hadn’t learned the true art. Then I 
met my first Jane. She proved my love 
theories for me. Then followed my second 
Jane. In two weeks, she showed her un- 
dying faith in my love. 

I had no doubt that the lovely creature 
who sat across from me would have been 
a willing third pupil. If only I had met 
her last week . . . 

The train began to rock as we rounded a 
bend in the subway. She dropped her 
paper and, as much as I wanted to pick it 
up for her, a man seated beside her 
scooped it up, pulling it apart as he did so. 

As she began to rearrange the paper, 
she saw it... 

The train was arriving at my stop. She 
saw my picture, then looked at the story. 
I couldn’t see the place she was reading. 
But I knew she had seen it. Her eyes grew 
big. She paled. I detected a slight bit of 
moisture forming across her brow. Horri- 
fied, she peered at me for a second. Then, 
as though she were going to swoon, she 
buried her face in her hands, trying to blot 
out what she had seen. 

The detectives on either side of me got 
up first, baring the handcuffs linking the 
three of us. If I wanted to walk over to her 
and explain, she would understand. [| felt 
sure of that. But one of the policemen 
said brusquely, “Come on, we haven’t got 
all day to transfer you to the other station,” 
and half-dragged me to my feet. I winced 
as the handcuffs bruised my tender wrists. 

If it had been any other day that I had 
seen her, she could easily have been my 
third Jane. But the day before, they found 
my first two Janes, sleeping peacefully in 
the shallow grave which I made for them 
behind the steps in the basement of my 
apartment building. They had died vow- 
ing their eternal love to me. 

The young lady seemed frozen with fear 
as I wistfully glimpsed her on my way out 
of the train. The doors snapped shut and 
the train sped off into the dark emptiness 
of the tube, leaving a long-lasting wail 
echoing back as we mounted the steps into 
the light of a dismal day. 

THE END 


Leave My Boyfriend 


Alone! 
(Continued from Page 37) 


always trying to do something to make 
things easier for other folks.” 

“Meaning you’re dropping me to court 
my mother?” I said fliply, in a hurry to get 
things on a light, easy note. Civics be 
hanged, I thought silently. 

He frowned, and narrowed his eyes, 
“Your Dad is kind of big for me to take 
on.” His face broke into a grin and he 
reached over and squeezed my hand. “Be. 
sides, there’s a little gal with ten fingers 
holding my heart already!” 

“I’m not little!” I said fiercely. 

He blinked. “Okay, baby. You're not 
little. You’re not a tub of lard, either, 
You’re perfect—just right—and if you 
should happen to get fat or skinny, you're 
still my gal, okay?” 

I snuggled closer. “Okay, boss,” I sighed 
contentedly. Dave was the sweetest, the 
greatest guy in the whole world. 

“If this mechanical marvel would just 
steer itself, I could show you how perfect 
you fit in my arms. How just right for me 
you are, you know?” He gave a lazy little 
laugh that sent goose pimples up and down 
my back. 

“Oh, Dave you’re an idiot!” I leaned 
back and closed my eyes, and_ savored 
again my wonderful feeling of happiness. 
I'd had a happy childhood, never really 
lonely, even though I was an only child. 
I always had a lot of friends, and Mom and 
Dad were wonderful, loving parents. Dad’s 
drug store was just about a family institu. 
tion. We weren’t rich, but we were never 
in want. Yes, my childhood had been a 
happy, carefree one. But I put a special 
tag on the calendar the day Dave Stuart 
asked me out for the first time. I called 
that August date, three years ago, “love 
birthday.” I kept it a secret a whole year. 
I never believed that Dave would make a 
special note of that first date, too. But 
when August tenth came around the fol- 
lowing year, he brought me an orchid and 
took me out to dinner. I knew then that 
Dave felt the same way I did. Both our 
families smiled when we started going 
steady. The Stuarts liked me. Mom and 
Dad were wild about Dave. Everything is 
so perfect—please God, don’t let anything 
ever change it! 

“Hear that knock in the motor?” Dave 
asked, his face serious. 

“Honey, which one?” I said with 4 
straight face. Dave playfully poked me in 
the ribs. 

“I'll take a look inside when you go i 
the post office. Could be I just need some 
oil.” 

I ran inside as soon as he stopped. ! 
got a stamp and mailed Mom’s letter. I 
decided to go back and buy some extté 
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Mom was forever needing stamps. 


stamps. m0} 
Or postcards. As secretary of her Civics 


she carried on tons of correspond- 
group, sh 


ence. 


ELL, I never! I thought furiously. / 
=. my back one minute and wham- 
mo! There’s Mona, making all the time she 
can with my guy! I was seething as I 
stood on the hot steps of the post office. 
What a picture they made! Dave had the 
hood of the car up. All I could see of him 
from where I stood was the long line of his 
body from shoulder to shoe. I couldn’t 
tell where the line of Dave ended and 
Mona’s form began. That’s how close she 
leaned to him. Her head was lost inside 
the hood, too. Oh, I bet she knows a lot 
about motors. I just bet she does! I swal- 
lowed the bitter lump in my throat as I 
eyed her bite-sized shorts, her tight-knit. 
low-necked polo shirt, the long sweep of 
her perfect legs. Cheap tramp, I thought 
as I nearly flew down the steps toward 
them. 

Luckily, Dave straightened up before I 
reached them or I just might have ex- 
ploded, that’s how upset I was about Mona 
pressing herself so close against him like 
that. Not that I would have minded insult- 
ing Mona—but I would have let Dave 
down and he expected better than that 
from“me. 

So Dave stepped back and slammed the 
hood down. I felt almost ashamed for 
Mona’s sake as I looked at her voluptuous 
figure straining at every seam. Someone 
ought to tell her she should buy things 
two sizes larger! 

“Whew!” Dave said, wiping his forehead 
with the back of his hand. “Thanks for 
the advice, Mona.” He looked up and saw 
me. His sheepish smile did nothing for the 
ache inside me. “Mona here gave me a 
few hints for this old friend of ours. Where 
did you ever learn so much about motors?” 
He turned away from my scowl and back 
to Mona. 

For once, she hesitated. She wet her lips 
as though nervous, like a kid caught in a 
big story. Then she was smiling back at 
Dave and batting her eyelashes all over the 
place. 

“My grandfather. My grandfather liked 
to tinker with motors.” Then she glanced 
at me for the first time. “Hi. Sandy.” She 
didn’t wait for me to reply. Her face lit up 
as she pretended to see the towels on the 
back seat for the first time. “Oh. you aren’t 
driving out to the lake, are you? With that 
empty back seat?” Oh, she was wise 
enough to do her eye-rolling bit for Dave 
instead of me, or she would have had a 
black one, sure enough. 

“Sorry, but we've got to pick up some 
other kids on the way.” I said in an icy 
Voice, 

“Yeah. Ned and Susie are waiting for 
us over at the Bodecker’s house. Sorry,” 
Dave said, toeing the ground with the tip 
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of his sneaker and looking as if he were 
really sorry. 

\s he probably was. Dave loved doing 
favors for the whole world, just like Mom. 

“That’s okay,” Mona said softly. “Thanks 
awfully, anyway.” 

Dave made a large. easy gesture with his 
hands. “Well, look, if you don’t mind a 
tight squeeze, you can get in front with 
Sandy and me.” Boy, he didn’t dare look 
at me then. If Mona didn’t mind, how do 
you like that? It didn’t make any differ- 
ence to him if J got squashed! 

“Gosh sakes, I don’t mind at all!” She 
was ready to leap into the seat beside the 
driver but a sharp jab of my elbow halted 
that action. “Why, go ahead—thought I'd 
get in the middle and keep you from get- 
ting squeezed on my account, Sandy.” 

How, by getting on Dave’s lap? I thought 
in a rage. I bit my lips and got in first. I 
sat stiffly. Dave’s hand pressed my knee 
gently as he started the car but I ignored 
it. Mona went off into gales of laughter 
as the motor started chugging and pop- 
ping. “This is priceless. Oh, Dave, I just 
love this little old jalopy!” 

I burned. I could feel Dave’s tension 
mounting. There was no pulling away from 
each other in that little front seat. I could 
tell from the expression on his face that 
he knew he was in the doghouse with me. 
So I suppose he figured he had nothing at 
all to lose anyway. 

“I’m pleased you’re enjoying it, Mona,” 
he said. “Maybe sometime I can take you 
for a little spin alone. I mean, it rides 
much better with just two in front. You 
get a better feel of a little jalopy like this 
if you aren’t so crowded.” 

[ glared at him, and he glared right 
back. Mona bubbled all the way up and 
over the top. 

“T’d just love that. I really would, Dave. 
I can’t often get away in the daytime, but 
any evening, if you’re free, I am.” 

That did it. I counted to ten twice, but 
my blood pressure stayed high as a rocket. 
In a simpering tone, I mimicked her drip- 
piest voice. “But what do you do all day, 
Vona—I mean, days like today—and you 
just happen to be free today—I mean— 
you seem to just happen to be free and just 
by chance in your bathing suit on Main 
Street as we went by—” 

“Sandy!” Dave barked and I felt my 
cheeks go hot with humiliation. I bet he 
noticed she had a bathing suit on under 
those short-shorts, too! 

“Gosh, it’s all right. Dave, don’t be 
angry with Sandy. Gosh, not on my ac- 
count. I'll be only too glad to explain to 
Sandy.” She drew a deep breath, as if get- 
ting ready to make up a good story this 
time. “I’m home mostly, helping around 
the house and keeping Mom company. She 
doesn’t take the heat too well. Then Aunt 
Min dropped by to visit and said I could 
run along. It was so hot I was cleaning up 
54 





the yard in my bathing suit. So I put on 
my shorts and shirt right over it and came 
on down the street. And then I just bumped 
into Dave out there with his fussy motor 
—” She shrugged. I could feel her smile 
warming up Dave’s side of the front seat. 
Maybe he was smiling back. but I was too 
sick and lost to look up. 


USIE Bodecker’s face wore five shades 

of fury as we pulled up. She and Ned 
plopped on the grass, but as soon as they 
spied us Ned jumped to his feet. “Well, 
well, what have we here?” He fairly 
danced to us. There was no doubt in any- 
body’s mind whom he was beaming at. “Hi, 
kids. Hi, Mona! My, this is a pleasant 
surprise! Where you been hiding your 
lovely self?” He leaned his elbow on the 
window, and gave Mona the benefit of his 
charm-school smile. 

“Hi, Neddie!” Her eyelashes fluttered 
thirty times to the minute. “I bet you didn’t 
really miss me. You're just saying that to 
make me feel good—and it does. It really 
does.” She shrugged helplessly. “But I’ve 
been around, Neddie, all summer long. 
Right over on Elm Street—and if you 
really got to miss me you could have 
found me there, for sure!” She ignored 
Susie, advancing now with the expression 
of Medusa. “You want to come along to 
the lake with us kids?” 

I had to count to ten three times. Whose 
car is it? Who is the uninvited, unwanted 
guest in this front seat anyway? I had a 
scary feeling inside then. It didn’t even 
make me feel better that she was making 
a play for Ned and not Dave just then. 
Dave would get another turn—I didn’t 
doubt that for a second! 

“T sure do, baby. I sure do!” 

“Neddie, you're the cutest! You're for 
Hollywood, not a little old country town!” 
She giggled with some kind of secret ec- 
stasy and Ned’s face lit up like a Christ- 
mas tree. Ned Ferguson knew he was the 
handsomest guy in town—but he loved to 
hear it spoken by others. His vanity was 
insatiable. 

“T just might give the flicks a whirl 
someday,” he said, preening himself like a 
character we saw in a drive-in movie the 
previous week. “Susie here wants me to 
grow up and be a policeman like her old 
man—her father!” 

“Oh, funny! You—a _ policeman—” 
Mona’s laughter juggled me against Dave 
and I flamed. Ned suddenly was convulsed. 
He wasn’t even aware of Susie’s furious 
glare. She opened the back door, got in 
and then slammed it. 

Then in a stiff, frozen voice, she asked, 
“You won’t be too crowded up front if 
Neddie baby just squeezes in there, will 
you?” The image of Ned crawling on top 
of us, packed already like big sardines, 
was too much. In spite of my fury, I began 





to giggle. Dave elbowed me, but I didn’t 
care. I felt satisfied as Ned flushed with 
embarrassment and stumbled all over him. 
self to get into the back seat in a hurry, 
I had to hand it to Susie. She could really 
make a guy feel foolish without losing face 
herself. 

“Hi, Susie.” Mona said casually, as 
though she hadn’t stepped on Susie’s toes 
at all. 

Susie sniffed. It took her a whole minute 
to manage a desultory, “Hi.” I couldn't 
see her and Ned in the back, but I could 
imagine her expression. Fit to kill, I was 
sure, recalling that it was all Carol and 
Joan and I could do to keep her from phys- 
ically attacking Mona the Junior Prom 
night she found Ned and Mona in a clinch 
at intermission. Ned had always been a 
sucker for sweet talk—and Susie had her 
hands full keeping him at her side. But 
she’s been pretty successful since eighth 
grade. And they plan to get married right 
after we graduate, 1 didn’t have anything 
tight like that binding Dave to me. Why, 
Dave was going to college—and we never 
did talk of getting married. Compared to 
Ned, he was free as a bird. My heart sank 
even lower as Mona began babbling away 
for Dave’s benefit. I might as well not even 
have been there between them, for all the 
attention either of them gave me. Boy, if 
I get the chance, I'll drown her in the 
lake! Crazy thinking, but just then, I 
meant it. That’s how wild about Dave I 
was. I'd have done anything to keep him, 
anything at all. 

“Say, Dave,” Susie interrupted them. 
“After you leave Elm, why don’t you take 
the cutoff over the mountain? Save going 
around the highway and paying the toll.” 

Dave grunted. “You know this jalopy 
can’t climb that mountain road, Susie. Be- 
sides I got fifteen cents to spare for the 
toll, so don’t worry about it.” He was si- 
lent and you could have heard a pin drop 
as the point of Susie’s remark sunk into all 
our minds. After you leave Elm— 

Dave said gruffly, “We aren’t going by 
Elm, anyway.” I could tell he was angry 
the way his foot pressed down on the ac- 
celerator. 

“Sorry,” Susie said nastily. “I just 
thought you’d be dropping Mona off at Elm 
and it would be easier—” 

Mona leaped into the breach. “Didn't 
you know, Susie? Dave here was sweet 
enough to invite me along to the lake! I 
can hardly wait to get into that lovely, cool 
water—” 

“T didn’t know just anyone could come 
along—” 

“Drop it, Susie!” Dave said curtly. 

“Susie’s a little upset,” Ned said swiftly. 
“I’m sure you can all understand that. Her 
father’s out on a tough assignment. Makes 
her uneasy to think of him chasing armed 
robbers.” 

“Armed—robhers?” Mona asked in 4 
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strange, toneless voice. | could feel her 
hody go tense beside me. 

“Didn’t you kids know? Someone got 
away with the Graham pay roll—or a good 
hunk of it—during lunch hour today. One- 
man job, they think, and Susie’s father 
sot all the info he could from the guard 
they knocked down. He’s out after the rob- 
ber now—” 

“But we aren’t supposed to discuss it, 
Ned!” Susie said sharply. 

“T haven’t said anything that wasn’t on 


‘the radio! Mr. Bodecker phoned the state 


police but he went right out after the rob- 
ber himself.” 

“Well, that’s his job,” Susie said tremu- 
lously. I heard the fear in her voice that 
belied her matter-of-fact words. Mr. Bo- 
decker was Canfield’s part-time constable 
—part-time, because there was so little 
need for police work in Canfield. Mr. Bo- 
decker manned the school crossing a few 
hours each day during the school year. He 
reprimanded juveniles who broke windows, 
saw that restitution was made in cases of 
vandalism, and rounded up_ unlicensed 
dogs. He spent the rest of the time in his 
brother’s coal and oil company. The state 
police came in to handle anything serious, 
and that was rare in a sleepy little town 
like ours. I hadn’t heard of a single armed 
robbery in Canfield in my whole life! 

“’'m sorry, Susie,” Dave said quietly. 
“We didn’t know anything about it. Was 
the guard badly hurt?” 

“No—but he was nearly scared to death. 
He didn’t even want to give any info to 
Dad, that’s how scared he was!” 

“Say, your Dad works over at Graham, 
doesn’t he?” Dave glanced over at Mona. 

She wet her lips. “Y—yes—at night. 
He’s in Williamstown today.” 

“We need a big police force in town, 
now that we’re getting so many strange 
people in. Dad says he’s going to resign 
hecause the job is too much for him. Im- 
possible, he says, to keep law and order 
when you get herds of hoodlums coming 
in all the time.” 

Both Dave and Ned leaped into defend 
the majority of newcomers who just came 
in to find work and settle down. I knew 
they were both being honest and right— 
but I couldn’t help feeling it was all for 
Mona’s benefit. Mona, the exotic new- 
comer, who made them forget everything 
else— 


] GOT a queasy feeling inside when the 

state police checked the car at the toll 
gate. They explained they were stopping 
everyone, because they were looking for 
the robber. I couldn’t laugh when they 
made bantering, good-natured remarks 
about Dave’s jalopy not looking much like 
a getaway car. Even Mona didn’t seem to 
notice how cute the troopers were. She sat 
as stiff as a rod, and I had the eerie feel- 
Ing that she was scared to death. 


Boy, she sure got over it when we got to 
the lake. It was Davey this and Neddie 
that, until I felt like choking her. As Dave 
pulled off his sweat shirt, she drew a long 
sigh. “Gosh you’re muscular, Dave Stuart! 
In school, I always think of you as the 
scholar type—and then when I see you in 
a football uniform or in swim trunks. it’s 
such a wonderful surprise!” 

He’s only human, I told myself doggedly, 
as he smiled gloriously for Mona. As his 
eyes seemed glued to her as she stripped 
off her shorts and shirts revealing even | 
more of Mona, the body. As he let her take 
his wallet for safekeeping in her bag while | 
we swam. He’s only human, I told myself 
until my heart screamed back in agony, 
And so am I! 

The rest of the gang was already there. | 
Caro] Whiting with scrawny Tommy Ket- | 

| 





ters, Rhoda Hughes with Lou Jackson, and 
Joan Lewis with Gary French. The boys 
warmed up right away as Mona gushed 
about the wonderful way she felt to be in- 
vited to join us. Oh, we were exclusive. 
all right! So exclusive she crashed right 
inside and was making home runs with all 
our guys. The way we always knew she 
would. Which was why we fought to keep 
her out all along. And we’d been success- 
ful, Susie and Carol and Rhoda and Joan 
and I. Until she sneaked past and 
wormed her way in with our dates. 

She’s not staying in, I vowed fiercely, 
and I knew the girls were all vowing the 
same thing. Rhoda snapped at her when 
she began tracing a path on Lou’s back. 
Lou howled with glee, “She’s just tickling 
me, but she’s driving me wild!” Mona 
giggled and stopped she looked at | 
Rhoda’s angry face, but she flashed a look 
to Lou that clearly said, “Later.” 

Carol didn’t like it at all when Mona 
took it upon herself to make Tommy feel 
like a giant. Tommy Ketters was six feet 
tall and built like a stringbean. To hear 
Mona cooing, you would have thought he 
was a rival of Charles Atlas. What sick- 
ened me was the way Tommy lapped it up! 
Gosh, he knew as well as anyone that he 
was the skinniest guy in three counties! 

Well, Joan was the only smart one. The | 
instant Mona flashed Gary a smile she 
jerked Gary to his feet. “Let’s go find a 
lake of our own before I’m up on a mur- 
der charge.” Gary didn’t look at all 
pleased but Joan didn’t let his hand go. 

“T think a swim would be a great idea! 
Mona stretched with a kind of lazy luxury 
that drew every male eye. 

“Yeah, let’s,” I said, grabbing Dave’s 
arm so hard he caught his breath. 

“What’s eating you, Sandy? You haven’t 
smiled for hours!” We were walking down 
to the water. Of all the nerve, I thought 
hotly. As if this mess is my fault. I might 
have blown up right then and cleared the 
air, but Mona caught up with us. I felt | 
Dave’s curious gaze on me as I lagged a | 
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little behind. Boy, if he wanted Mona, he 
could have her! 

“Last one in is a monkey’s uncle!” Mona 
squealed, her long wavy hair flying in the 
wind as she started to run. Dave sped after 
her, oblivious of me. Sickly, I watched the 
two of them splashing around in the water. 
| didn’t mean that Mona could have him. 
I'd die if Dave stopped loving me! -As the 
rest of the gang raced down to the water, 
I half-heartedly joined them. All the fun 
had gone out of the day for me. I sort of 
sensed it would only get worse. 

It did. The next time we spread out on 
the beach, each couple was bickering. Only 
Mona seemed smooth. gay. in control of 
the situation. The fellows hung on every 
word she said, and we five girls might as 
well have been at the bottom of the lake. 
But it was Susie and I who suffered most. 
Vona’s flirting was directed toward Dave 
most of the time—but Ned kept horning 
in for his share of Mona’s flattering words. 
That left Susie and me _ burning for 


vengeance. 


A ROL ND FIVE, the rest of the gang 

left. Tommy had driven them out in 
his father’s car and he had to be home by 
five-thirty. 

‘Let’s all go home,” I suggested dis- 
mally. Susie echoed it in a more eager 
tone 

“Oh, let’s have a swim race first!” Mona 
got up on her knees and pulled at Dave 
and Ned. “Come on, you lazy bones! I 
bet I can beat you across the lake!” 

[ bet she knew Susie and I were for- 
bidden to swim across the lake. Dad was 
such a firm believer that you could drown 
in a teacup of water that I was lucky he 
let me out to the lake at all. Susie’s folk 
forbid it, too. Half the area around the 
lake was deeply wooded. She was only 
allowed in the small beach area, just as 
[ was. I saw the bleak look in her face 
as the boys agreed to race Mona. I saw her 
elance across the lake as if to measure it. 
She wouldn’t try it— 

“We'll be back shortly,” Dave said, as 
though there was no questio:r of our join- 
ing them. Ned grabbed Mona’s hand with- 
out even looking back at Susie. Our eyes 
net. | could see her bitter conflict plain in 
her face. As the three splashed into the 
water. Mona’s laugh was like a knife. 

Susie flailed the sand with both hands. 
She started to cry. “I'd be sure to drown 
if I tried it! All I can hope is that she 
does!” 

[ couldn’t reprove her. I hate to admit 
that | was wishing the same thing. Drown- 
ing is too good for her! I thought as her 


laughter echoed over the water. Then 


Dave’s laugh, light and musical, came to 
my ears, and I felt like crying, too. 

\fter a while, Susie stopped crying and 
sat up. “We could walk around the lake 
and meet them on the other side.” 

0 


“It would take forever, Susie! Besides, I 
have some pride—I’m not chasing Dave!” 

“You mean you don’t care if he teams 
up with that—that harlot?” 

“Oh, Susie!” I burst into tears. “Don’t 
talk that way! He—he wouldn’t—” 

She shrugged. She said, after a moment 
in a hollow voice, “Ned and I aren’t going 
steady any more. As of today. I’ve prac- 
tically got my whole trousseau home in the 
closet. But Ned wants to play the field— 
now that Miss Hollywood Agent is after 
him!” 

“Oh, Susie—no!” 

I knew it was true as I looked at her 
face. “Just shows you can’t ever be too 
sure of a guy—” 

I swallowed the pain that thinking of 
Dave gave me just then. “We wouldn't 
accomplish anything by going around to 
meet them—even if we could get through 
the woods as fast as they could swim over.” 
I fixed her with hopeless stare. 

“Let’s—oh, let’s just walk! I'll go insane 
if I sit here stewing any longer!” I got up 
slowly. I felt dead inside. What happened 
to Ned and Susie could happen to Dave 
and me. It didn’t matter that we’d gone 
together since freshman year. What would 
I say, what would I do if Dave told me 
that he wanted to play the field? 

Something inside me seemed to break. 
Blindly, I tagged after Susie. We skirted 
the edges of the lake and woods. The 
ground was soft, almost swampy because 
the trees didn’t let any sun on it. I tried 
to think of meaningless things like, it 
rained yesterday, that’s why the ground is 
so wet. Or, it’s dark because the leaves 
shut out the sky. But my heart was too full 
of pain to care about meaningless things. 

“Hey, what is this?” Susie bent down 
on the mushy ground just ahead of me. 
Numbly, I watched her poke around at a 
half-opened shoe box. The green paper 
falling over the sides didn’t mean a thing 
to me. Not at first glance. 

“Why, Susie! That’s—that’s money!” 

Her puzzled face didn’t change its ex- 
pression. “A whole lot of money, Sandy,” 
she said thoughtfully. She pulled a hand- 
ful out and held it out to me. “I—TI think 
it’s real,” she said low. 

I trembled as I saw the sudden fear in 
her eyes. We both had the same thought 
at that instant. The payroll robbery! Susie 
shoved the handful of bills into the top of 
her bathing suit. “Let’s get out of here 
fast!” We began running then, not caring 

about the swampy ground or how many 
bushes we scratched ourselves on. We flew 
as fast as we could back to the beach 
clearing. All I could think of was that 
the money was dry—it must have been 
left there today because it had poured just 
yesterday! And maybe that armed robber 
was watching us— 

My heart pounded as we reached the 


beach. The sun was still in the sky. Here 
and there, other folk were swimming or 
lying on the sand. Some of the fear died. 
I collapsed in a heap beside Susie. Her 
face was white as a sheet. “I bet he’s in 
there now—that’s why they have all those 
state police at the toll gate—someone may 
have seen him coming this way.” 

I was calm again. “They probably 
caught up with him hours ago. But he must 
have been here sometime this afternoon—” 
I shuddered. 

Susie wasn’t paying any attention. Her 
mouth drew into a hard, thin line as she 
watched across the water. I saw the three 
of them. Like Susie, I forgot the recent 
scare, and all my burning agony flooded 
me again. 

“I—I’ve got an idea!” Susie’s mouth 
softened for a moment. “I know just how 
we can fix Miss Mona Frederick—since 
she didn’t have the decency to drown!” 

I listened. My heart raced as Susie un- 
folded her plan. Oh, Mona would be sor- 
ry! I slid Mona’s bag close to Susie. She 
slid the money cautiously from the top of 
her suit into her bag. We crossed our fin- 
gers and waited with baited breath for the 
threesome to come out of the water. 

Mona looked a little bluish, but other- 
wise fine. The boys were so proud of her. 
I winced as Dave flung his arm around her. 
“Here, take my towel. You’re shivering 
baby.” 

Baby! Thank God Susie is a genius, I 
thought wildly. Susie and I were a couple 
of chucklebarrels as we got ready to go 
home. We were getting even in such a little 
while—Susie quickly lent Mona a comb. 
so she wouldn’t have to open her bag. It 
was Mona’s turn to look surprised. “Why. 
thanks awfully, Susie,” she said so sin- 
cerely that I felt uneasy. Wait for Surprise 
Number Two! Oh, you won't be thanking 
Susie so sweetly then! 


OME of my earlier uneasiness came 

over me as I thought of our plan. It all 
vanished, though, when Mona popped next 
to Dave in the jalopy, and Dave didn’t say 
a word! I was so indignant I got in back 
—and didn’t Ned look thrilled when he got 
in beside Mona! Susie gave me a knowing 
look as we took off. 

“You have my wallet, don’t you, Mona?” 
Dave asked gently as we approached the 
toll gate. I could hear my heart pound 
crazily as Mona picked up her bag. “Sure. 
Dave, it’s right in here.” I felt Susie’s hand 
reach for mine and hold it tight as we 
chugged into the toll station. 

[ sat up straighter as Mona opened her 
bag. The lines I rehearsed were at the tip 
of my tongue. Why, Mona Frederick, | 
didn’t know you were a millionaire. Or 
is it millionairess? All that money— 

Ned’s explosive outburst nipped the 
lines right from the tip of my tongue. 
“Wowie, Mona! Where’d you get all that 
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money—rob a bank or something?” 

“Huh?” Dave gasped, and Mona cried 
out, “But—it isn’t mine! I don’t know 
anything—” 

Her voice broke as the state policeman 
peered sternly into the front seat. “What’s 
this about money? Well, well, that is a 
jot of money, miss!” The bills were flutter- 
ing around the front seat. The policeman 
gestured to another one. “Over here, Pete. 
Take a look at this!” The man named Pete 
came over quickly. Mona started crying 
and babbling about the money not being 
hers. 

“Then whose is it, miss?” As Mona 
burst into hysterical sobs, I felt a kind 
of wild excitement. Susie and I exchanged 
satished looks. Then Susie said, “But 
Mona, what do you mean you don’t know 
whose—” 

“Vell do the questioning, miss!” The 
frst officer said brusquely and at that 
moment I had the dizzying feeling that 
everything was slipping out of our hands. 
All we wanted to do was embarrass Mona, 
show her up in a bad light to Dave and 
Ned. And we’d succeeded, judging from 
the impatient, annoyed expressions they 
wore just then. The officers demanded iden- 
tification from all of us. They took the 
registration and Dave’s license. 

Of course, they'll let us go now, I 
thought as the officers took the money Ned 
gathered and handed out to them. “All 
right, now all of you stand outside,” the 
man named Pete said harshly. 

When do we say it’s all a prank on 
Yona? My eyes searched Susie’s face for 
the answer. But she looked sick then and 
just got out as the officers ordered. They 
routed the traffic into another lane. The 
five of us had to line up like criminals, 
while the man named Pete went over the 
jalopy! 

The first officer let Dave lock the jalopy. 
He didn’t give him back the license. “You 
won't need it tonight, kid.” The man 
named Pete was on the phone behind the 
glass in the station. When he came back, 
he said quietly, “You run them down to 
headquarters, Brown. It’s part of the 
Graham payroll.” 

Sergeant Brown shepherded us over the 
highway to a state patrol car. We crawled 
in, our heads low in shame. Mona sat in 
front. She still wept hysterically, burying 
her swollen face in a handkerchief. Dave’s 
hand held mine tightly. His face was grim 
with strain. Now and then he looked at 
Mona and shook his head in a bewildered 
way. Why, he couldn’t really believe Mona 
stole that money! 

What did we do it for—if we didn’t 


” 


| want this pall of guilt over Mona just as 


it is? I asked myself. I couldn’t answer. 
All I was sure of was that Susie and I 
wanted Mona to lose her hold over Dave 
and Ned. Well, we succeeded. She didn’t 


seem to know any of us were there with 


her. And Dave and Ned seemed to have 
shrunk farther and farther from her since 
the moment the money spewed out of her 
bag. 

“They just want to ask us some ques- 
tions,” Dave said, as though to reassure 
me. The gentleness of his voice made me 
feel like crying. When he knew the truth, 
would he still be gentle and understanding 
—or would he hate me forever? 

I was afraid he would hate me. So afraid 
that I stood like a dumb mummy 
the officer, a Lieutenant Greene, began fir- 
Susie, 


when 


ing questions in the stationhouse. 
please, we’ve got to call a halt right away! 
We've got to! my heart wept. 

But Susie’s face was stony as she denied 
knowing anything about the money until 
it spilled out at the toll station. I lied, too. 
What else could I do? 

Dear God, no! The Lieutenant was say- 
ing he would have to get our parents down, 
and then maybe we could be released in 
their custody. Mona wailed that he 
couldn’t, that it would kill her mother. 
“Not if you’re innocent, young lady. She 
would only want to stand by you!” Lieu- 
tenant Greene said coldly. 

“You—you don’t understand—please— 
don’t call my folks, you can’t hurt them 
like this—” Mona collapsed on the bench 
and buried her face in her arms. I felt like 
the lowest kind of worm. The very lowest. 


UR PARENTS came, their faces tense. 
Both of my parents, both of Dave’s and 
Ned’s. Mrs. Bodecker alone. Mr. Frederick 
alone. A slender, gray-haired man who 
went right over and put his arms around 
his daughter. He didn’t say a word, just 
held her close. 

Mom and Dad weren’t quite so cuddly. 
Beneath Dad’s concern, I could feel his 
anger. Not with me, but with the law. He 
hurried up to Lieutenant Green. “This is 
a terrible mistake—these are children you 
have here, sir!”” Mom was nodding rapidly, 
her hand tight on my arm, her eyes watch- 
ing Dad closely. I just wished the floor 
would swallow me. Susie, what are we 





going to do? 

But I knew it was too late to undo all 
the harm. Mr. Stuart was telling Dad to 
be calm and wait until they could hear 
what it was all about, but he was far more 
agitated than Dad was. Lieutenant Greene 
had finished giving them our account of 
the money when Constable Bodecker came 
stamping in. His face was angry as he de- 
manded to know the meaning of Susie’s 
being held here. “I’m Constable in this 
community, Lieutenant, and Susie is my 
daughter!” All the fathers, except Mr. 
Frederick began shouting at the Lieu- 
tenant. 

In the midst of it all, Mr. Graham, the 
owner of the electronic tube company 
walked in. He spoke quietly to the Lieu- 
tenant and then Mona and her father were 
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led out separately. The rest of us were sent 
out to the waiting room with Sergeant 
Brown. The next hour and a half dragged 
by slowly. Our parents paced frantically. 


Susie wouldn’t look at me. Ned and Dave 
sat, white-faced and silent on a bench near 
the door to Lieutenant Greene’s office. 


When he asked us to come back inside, 
[ was sure it was just to send us home. I 
wished I were dead as the meaning of his 
words sunk in... Mr. Frederick was an 
ex-convict. He had been in prison for ten 
years for armed robbery, and paroled less 
than a year ago for excellent behavior in 
confinement. 

“Perhaps we’ll get to the bottom of this 
payroll robbery at Graham’s tonight. Mr. 
Graham knew of his record when he hired 
him. but he wanted to give him a chance 

” he sighed wearily. Then he turned 
back to Susie. “Please, I’d like to hear 
the story again. Of when you became aware 
of the money, of what kind of tension, if 
iny. Miss Frederick seemed under today.” 

Susie, please, 1 begged her with my eyes, 
we've got to tell the truth. Mr. Frederick 

his wife—dear God, we’ve gone too far— 

e can’t go farther. We can’t. I gasped as 
she glanced from me, to her father, back 
to Ned. There was something hard and 
inhuman in her shining eyes as she stepped 
forward. Her father glared belligerently 
it Lieutenant Greene, then stepped to 
Susie’s side and stood tall beside her. 

In a clear, high voice, she began. My 
heart lurched as the same lies poured out. 
She added a touch of color. Yes, Mona 
seemed under a strain, as if she had some- 
thing on her mind— 

“No, no, Susie! It’s all a lie! Susie and 
[ are the guilty ones!” I could no longer 
restrain my horrible guilt. I felt dizzy as 
the officers and all the parents turned to 
me. Dad’s eyes were bleak. “Sandy—what 
do you mean—” Even in his blackest mo- 
ment, when somehow he guessed that I 
failed him and Mom terribly, he came over 
to me and said quietly, “Tell us what you 
mean, Sandy.” His hand tightened on mine 
as Susie yelled, “I’m not lying! I am not 
lying!” Mr. Bodecker lunged toward me, 
is if to silence me. Sergeant Brown stepped 
in and pulled me up to Lieutenant Greene’s 
desk. 

“The whole truth, Sandy. Nothing is 
worse than just half,” Daddy said quietly, 
his face a sickly gray. Mom moved nearer 
to him, as if to give him comfort. I 
couldn’t bear to look up as I told the 
whole ghastly story. I didn’t realize the 
truth was just as fantastic as the story 
Susie and I made up in the first place. 
"hey kept asking questions, as though they 
doubted me. Finally, Susie broke under the 
strain. Her father shouted that he would 
find the robber and clear his daughter’s 
reputation if it was the last thing he did. 
He stamped out of the office without even 
a word to Susie. 


FO 
oO 


I suppose that’s Susie’s bitterest mem- 
ory now. Mr. Bodecker was killed that 
night when he exchanged bullets with the 
armed robber. At dawn the injured robber 
was picked up by the state police in the 
woods near the lake, just a half-mile from 
where the constable’s body was found. In 
the morning the Clarion called him a hero. 
They were kind to Susie and me, and didn’t 
mention us or Mona or Mr. Frederick. But 
the Williamstown Journal carried two 
stories, one about Constable Bodecker’s 
heroic death, and the other about our sor- 
did, loathsome prank. The caption over our 
pictures was Heartless Hellions. 

All of Canfield forgave Susie her role. 
God’s punishment had been too swift, too 
final for people to do anything except to 
seek to console her for her terrible loss. 
Like all of Canfield, like Susie, I will al- 
ways feel that Constable Bodecker’s death 
was our fault. But people don’t seem to 
realize that the burden of guilt I carry is 
my punishment. They whisper about me, 
they shun me, they regard me as some kind 
of emotional freak. I deserve it, I know. 
I would undo what we did—if only I could! 
That’s what makes it so hard to bear— 
there’s no going back and changing things 
when we’ve hurt others. It doesn’t matter 
that Susie and I only wanted to pull Mona 
up short and stop her from grabbing our 
guys wholesale. All that matters are the 
bitter results of our action that August 
afternoon. /f we just could have foreseen— 
but I know that kind of thinking is useless. 
This lession is printed indelibly on my 
mind: we can’t figure on just hurting peo- 
ple a little! There’s no such thing as a 
little bit of vengeance. Susie and I had 
vengeance in our hearts that afternoon— 
that’s why the full burden of what hap- 
pened must always be ours to bear. 


HE VERY next afternoon I went over 

to Mona’s house. I was afraid she would 
slam the door in my face the way I de- 
served, but I went anyway. I had to tell 
her I was sorry, that I hadn’t known about 
her father. that I didn’t mean to bring their 
bitter past back to them. 

She had every reason to be bitter and 
she was. “I can’t ask you inside. Mother is 
too ill.” She stepped out with me to the 
freshly-painted porch. The sight of her 
puffy face and reddened eyes made me 
swallow again and again. “Mona, I—I’m 
sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you and your 
whole family so badly. But you were flirt- 
ing with our guys—we just lost our heads 
out of jealousy—” 

It would have been easier if she 
screamed abuses at me. She began talking 
in a low, strained voice. “You wouldn’t 
know what it’s like to wait ten years for 
your life to begin. The way Mom and Dad 
and I did. Dad looks sixty—but he’s only 
thirty-five. He and Mom eloped as kids 
and Mom’s folks had a fit. Then when 


they had money problems and _ sickne 
Dad lost his head and got involved in a }j 


theft. He got fifteen years. It didn’t matts 


he gave himself up afterward and returne 


the money. The jury didn’t care that Ds) 


didn’t know the other guy had a gun. Dy 
went to jail and Mom and I had to move} 
with her folks in the same town.” 

She sighed painfully. “I was a ‘jailbird 
kid’ all those ten years, Sandy. Yq 
wouldn’t know what it’s like to be shunned 
made fun of. You wouldn’t know what it’ 
like to wait ten years to start again, jj 
find a place where you could belong. Dy 
got out a year ago. Mom wasn’t wel 
enough to move out of Grandma’s at one 
—hbecause of Mom’s health, we’d had 1) 
stay right there in that town all thoy 
years. If she could have worked, it woul! 
have been different. Dad came here alo 
when he got out. Mr. Graham knew, by 
he felt Dad had learned and paid a ful 
price for his mistake. After Dad got th 
house set up here, he sent for Mom ani 
me. As soon as we got here, Mom’s health 
began to improve. Dad liked the town, 
and as soon as his parole was finished, he 
was going to start a garage and moto 
repair business.” 

She laughed bitterly. “That’s how come 
I know so much about motors.” She mo. 
tioned toward the garage in the back of 
the house. “Dad learned all about motos 
in prison. He tinkers with some out there, 
and I like to watch him.” 

She paused and I saw tears in her eyes 
I was so ashamed—and so hopeless be 
cause I knew there was nothing I couli 
do now to help. “It was a wonderful feeling 
coming to Canfield. Like being born again. 
All I wanted was to belong, to have friends. 
to be liked—and never be called a jail: 
bird’s daughter again! You girls kep 
pushing me out—it was like being shunned 
and scorned all over again. But the boy: 
didn’t push me away—I thought if Dave 
accepted me, maybe you would—I didn‘ 
really want to steal a special boyfriend- 
I was trying to get to you girls through 
nice guys like Dave and Ned. I—I never 
had a girlfriend, Sandy. I know now! 
went at getting girlfriends the wrong Wa! 
—but not at first. You shut me out—and! 
got desperate. But I learned the hard way 
—like Dad did—and it’s too late.” 

I pray each day that Mona has founl 
friends at last, wherever she is. The 
moved away from Canfield just a wet 
after Mr. Bodecker’s funeral. Susie am 
her mother have gone to live with relative 
in Florida. I know now what Mona meail 
when she said how much it hurts when yo 
don’t belong. Because I’m the outside 
here in Canfield High. It’s my senior yee! 
and no one protested when I resigned # 
president of the girls’ sorority. Carol and 
Rhoda and Joan are about the only git! 
who still speak to me, but they go theit 
way without me. 
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Mom and Dad have stood by me, giving 
me the strength to keep going. It hurts to 
see the disappointment in their eyes, to 
know that I’ve let them down terribly. 
They are both such decent persons. They’ve 
given me every thing, and I know that even 
though they don’t say it, they’re ashamed 
of me. 

And so is Dave. It’s harder to say this 
than everything else. Dave didn’t remem- 
ber me on our love birthday this August 
tenth. We aren’t going steady any more. 
In fact, he doesn’t come by or phone at all, 
though he always speaks when we meet on 
the street or at school. He’s busy, what 
with senior year stuff and part-time work 
at the Clarion. 

But that isn’t why. I let Dave down, not 
only in what I did, but in lying about it. 
| suppose he feels some of my guilt just 
because he was there with me that day. 






He and Ned pal around a lot, and as far 
as I know neither of them is dating reg- 
ularly. They’ve organized a Young People’s 
Civic Group at Canfield High and they’re 
working to make newcomers feel welcome 
and at home. I understand now what Mom 
was talking about all the time. I’ve been 
scared to join the high school group after 
what I’ve done. But I’ve made up my mind 
to go to the next meeting. 

I can never forget what I’ve done, and 
I don’t expect that other people will. But 
I can begin to make up for my mistake, 
and maybe in time people can at least for- 
give me. Maybe when [ no longer have to 
feel so terribly ashamed of myself, I'll be 
able to win a little respect. It won’t be 
easy. and it won’t happen overnight. But 
I’m going to start trying, and I'll never 
stop trying. to make up for my act of 


revenge. THE END 





I Couldn’t Let Him Go 


(Continued from Page 33) 


seem easy though, and soon we were more 
relaxed and sitting around the living room 
with coffee, Sharon happily playing with 
her big doll, and Barbie and I remember- 
ing things past and planning for what was 
ahead. 

She talked, too, of New York and other 
places that she’d been since her last trip 
home. I’d always felt a sort of pleasure in 
seeing strange places and cities through 
Barbie’s eyes, but now there was almost 
a tinge of jealousy, as she sat there fairly 
bubbling over with life and interesting 
happenings. Quickly I smothered the feel- 
ing, and tried loyally to remember our 
friendship and that this was simply Bar- 
bara. 

“Barbara has told me so much about 


you, Helen,” Paul said to me, after a 
while, “that I feel as if I know you al- 
ready.” 


“We've been close friends since we were 
in kindergarten, Paul,” I said, “and I’m 
sure we all will continue to be.” 

“I hope so,” he answered simply. 

“You'll like the insurance business 
here, Paul,” Jimmy put in. “The indem- 
nities are few and far between, and every- 
one’s a good risk.” 

Paul laughed heartily. 

“Ive only been here in Lawrenceville a 
few hours,” he said, “but I love it already.” 
“Paul’s never lived in a small town,’ 
Barbie said, smiling, “but I think we shall 
be able to find some amusement for him 

here.” 

“The scenery sure is pretty here, 
ma’am,” Paul answered, drawling it out 
western style, and looking at me, not Bar- 
bie. 

No one paid any attention to what he 
said, and we were all soon chattering 
about something else, but Paul’s words and 
look gave me a momentary flurry of con- 


fusion. I quickly blamed it on the excite- 
ment of Barbie’s homecoming, and the nat- 
ural response to a new, and foreign, in- 
dividual. 

All too they were leaving as 
abruptly as they came, after they’d agreed 
to come for dinner next Sunday. I hadn’t 
told her about the homecoming party and 
the other things we’d planned, because 
they were sort of a surprise. 

“Barbara’s done very well for herself,” 
Jimmy said to me, as the house was set- 
tling back down to its old quiet. 

“Oh, Paul?” I answered. “He seems to 
be very charming. I’m a little surprised 
they’d come back here, from New York 
and all that. But I’m very glad.” 

“IT am. too, if you are, kitten,” Jimmy 
said, flashing his quick, warm smile. 


soon, 


URING the next several days, and 
stretching on into weeks, our corner 
of Lawrenceville society was just about the 
busiest and most exciting it’d ever been. 
The homecoming party was at my house, 
of course, and the bridge club had a spe- 
cial luncheon at Yvonne’s, for Barbie. 
When Barbie and Paul were settled in 
their new apartment, they entertained at a 
housewarming. Barbie’s parents had a 
dinner party for them, and it just so hap- 
pened that it was time for the Dukes and 
Earls Annual Spring Dance. 
There were many other affairs, too, and 
I laughingly told Jimmy that we’d have to 
hire a permanent baby. sitter for Sharon. 
Soon everything settled down into a sort 
of routine, though, and it began to seem 
as if Barbie and Paul had always been 
there, a part of the gang. For me, the glow 
still lingered, the unexplainable aura of 
excitement and faraway places that sur- 
rounded them. Of course, there were still 
occasional parties, and since there were 
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very few places for public entertainment in 
Lawrenceville, the house party was the 
happily accepted—and just about only— 
thing to do. 

Sometime just about mid-summer, it was 
our turn to have the gang over again. I’d 
tried frantically to think of something 
“different” to do for the evening, but Jim- 
my only smiled indulgently and said the 
“same old things” would do very well for 
him, and everybody else. And of course, 
he was right. 

The party was fun, and everyone was so 
casual and relaxed that I had time to en- 
joy myself, too, between keeping glasses 
full, serving trays passed around, and 
everything. At just about the height of 
the party, I’d gone to the kitchen for more 
ice, and had started through the door, 
pushing with my elbow because both hands 
were full. Suddenly there was a slight 
bump, and the crash of breaking glass. 


Coming around the door and into the kitch- 
en, I saw to my dismay that I'd crashed 
into Paul, made him drop his glass, and 
all but knocked him down. 

“I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed, hastily put- 
ting down my tray and bowl, and kneeling 


down to help him pick up the broken 
glass 

“That’s perfectly all right,” he said, 
erinning. “I shouldn’t have been back 
here anyway. Say, this is just like in the 
movies!” 

In spite of my embarrassment, I couldn’t 
help laughing, and it did seem like some- 
thing I’d seen in a silly movie once. Reach- 
ing over to pick up a section of the glass, 
I lost my balance and Paul quickly 
grabbed my arm, steadying me. Our eyes 
met, and I couldn’t believe, didn’t want to 
what I saw there—desire, promise, 
something strange, new and wonderful. 


believe. 


For a swift moment, my whole being re- 
sponded to the message in his eyes, the 
touch of his hand on my arm that was 
light, but yet like chains. Then, as he 


moved closer to me, I came to my senses, 
and saying quickly, “I’ll—get the dust pan 
for the smaller pieces,” I gently slipped 
from his grasp and rose to my feet. 

Paul stood up, too. I glanced quickly at 
his face as I reached for the dust pan, and 
he was pleasant, remote. The moment was 
over, and actually I felt almost like kicking 
myself for acting like a silly high school 
student. Paul was filling the ice bowl, and 
seemed unaware that anything unusual had 
happened. It hadn’t, I told myself sharp- 
ly, and if I didn’t know how to be casual 
about little things like that I’d sure better 
le irn 

The rest of the party, however, was 
somewhat spoiled for me. Mechanically I 
went about being the smiling hostess, al- 
though I was inwardly shaken by the in- 
Paul. Try as I might, I 
couldn’t look at him casually, and I cer- 
tainly couldn’t look at Barbara. Finally it 
was all over, cheerful goodnights were 
said, with plans to meet at Yvonne’s the 
60 


cident with 


next time, and then they were all gone. 
And for the first time in my life, I was 
glad to see my company go. 

“You feel a bit tired, honey?” Jimmy 
asked, although I’d had no idea he no- 
ticed anything. 

“Uh—yes, just a little,’ I answered 
lightly, “we’ve been going about so much 
lately.” 

“T’ll do the cleaning up,” he offered, 
picking up a tray and some glasses. 

“Oh, no,” I said, “I’m fine, now. I’ll do 
everything in a jiffy.” 

I was really glad to have something to 
do, and whirled around the living room 
and kitchen with energy reborn. 

I did, however, use Jimmy’s suggestion 
that I was a little tired to beg off Yvonne’s 
party that next weekend. Jimmy was sur- 
prised, but in complete agreement about 
not going. He was so kind and good, that 
I began to feel reassured, and my old self 
again. Paul’s handsome face and laughing 
eyes were fading from my mind, where 
they shouldn’t have been in the first place. 

It did begin to seem a little strange, even 
to Jimmy, when I cancelled a bridge date 
we had with Barbie and Paul for the 
middle of the week following Yvonne’s 
party. I just thought it would be better if 
we didn’t see so much of them for awhile. 
I'd heard of party flirtations and such cas- 
ual carryings-on like that, but I couldn’t 
be that sort of person, and I didn’t like the 
depth of what passed between Paul and 
me. 

Of course, I couldn’t give this as an ex- 
cuse to Jimmy and Barbie. and the reasons 
that I did give for the times I had been 
obviously avoiding them were becoming 
very thin. 


> 


ARBIE called me on Friday morning, 
and I felt a rush of remorse, and the 
old affection, at the sound of her voice. 

“T think we’re becoming poison to you, 
Helen,” she said jokingly. 

“Oh, no,” I told her contritely, stum- 
bling all over myself making excuses. 

“Well in that case,” she said, “why don’t 
you meet me downtown for cocktails and 
dinner? Isn’t this Jim’s night to work 
late?” 

“Yes, it is,” I said, but still hesitating. 

“You could leave Sharon at your 
mother’s,” she continued, “and we could 
have a regular hen-fest, minus the men for 
a change.” 

“That’s a wonderful idea, Barbie,” I 
said, for once in complete agreement, and 
beginning to look forward to it already. 

We decided on the time and place to 
meet, and I replaced the phone smiling, 
and thinking to myself that Barbie could 
always get me out of the doldrums. I 
called Jim at work, and he quickly said 
that he’d pick up something to eat down- 
town. Sharon was all excited about her 
visit to grandma, so everything was work- 
ing out just fine. How like Barbie to know 
exactly the right touch! 

We weren’t supposed to meet until five 


o’clock, but it was such a lovely day and, 
since Jimmy had the car, I decided that 
Sharon and I would walk the few blocks 
to mother’s. Sharon was skipping and 
hopping the whole way, because not only 
did she dearly love her grandma, but there 
was a little park with swings, sliding 
boards and everything, right across the 
street from where mother lived. 

“Gram!” Sharon cried. seeing her on the 
front porch when we were still a half a 
block away. She ran on ahead of me, and 
mother came down to meet her. 

When I finally caught up with them. 
mother looked at me in her-usual shrewd 
fashion saying, “Helen, you’ve lost some 
weight, haven’t you, dear?” 

“Yes, mother,” I said, then laughingly. 
“and it’s a good thing, too.” 

“You young folk all want to be so thin,” 
she said, shrugging. “Well, run along. 
Sharon and I'll have a good time, won’t we 
dear?” 

“Oh, yes, Grandma,” Sharon said, al- 
ready pulling her toward the park. 

I waved goodbye to them, and hurried 
to the corner to catch the downtown bus. 
It was still only a few minutes to five 
when I arrived. breathless, at the Tea 
Shoppe, where Barbie and I’d agreed to 
meet. I took a small table near a window. 
and told an immediately hovering waiter 
that I was waiting for someone. 

Settling back to wait, because Barbie 
was usually notoriously late for appoint- 
ments, I had just sneaked a peek in my 
compact mirror to see if my little white 
pillbox hat was on straight, when I looked 
up at the entrance door, and I thought I 
must be losing my mind—or that Barbie 
had lost hers! There was Paul, coming 
straight toward me! 

I had got my breath back by the time 
he reached my table, and he seemed 
very casual, like meeting me in restaurants 
was something he did every day in the 
week. 

“Hi, Helen,” he said, smiling and drop- 
ping into the seat across from me, “Bar- 
bara suddenly developed one of those split- 
ting headaches. She tried to get you, but 
you’d obviously gone, so I got the chance 
to be substitute.” 

“Oh, dear, I’m so sorry,” I said, feeling 
stupid. “I mean, I’m sorry she has a head- 
ache, but you really didn’t have to come. 
What I mean is—” 

What I meant was, I was all confused. 
This was so like Barbie. I knew she had 
migraine headaches. With sudden chagrin. 
I remembered leaving home early, the 
walk to mother’s—why, she couldn’t even 
have reached mother. 

“But you shouldn’t have left her!” I 
cried. 

“She didn’t mind,” he shrugged. “In 
fact, she insisted. Not that she had to in- 
sist.” He flashed that warm smile. “But 
look, let’s get out of here,” he continued, 
rising. “I know a much nicer place for 
drinks, and really I feel out of place in 
this ladies’ tea shoppe, anyway.” 
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Mechanically I picked up my purse and 
rose, walking to the door ahead of Paul. I 
didn’t really want to go any place with 
him, or even to stay here, for that matter, 
but this was something I'd had no experi- 
ence with before, and I felt I must find 
some sophistication from somewhere. I 
felt that everyone must surely be looking 
at us, but really they weren't. I saw no 
one I knew, and besides Barbie had sent 
him anyway. 

By the time we reached the street, and 
where his car was parked, I felt much bet- 
ter. Paul held the door for me, and I slid 
into the front seat, thinking that he was 
just the type to have a convertible. Soon 
we were moving swiftly through traffic, 
Paul chatting aimlessly about nothing. He 
must have realized that I felt a little awk- 
ward, and in his usual pleasant fashion 
was covering up for me. 

“IT thought we’d drive out to The Inn,” 
he said. “They have the most delicious 
lobster.” 

I smiled and nodded in agreement, al- 
though I was still worried about Barbie. 
Gradually I began to really enjoy the ride. 
Paul’s presence, and the idea of a brief— 
and approved—adventure with him. The 
Inn was a very charmingly rustic log 
cabin-like little place. located on a bluff 
overlooking the river, just outside of town. 
I'd been there a few times, but Jimmy and 
I rarely thought of it. or had occasion 
to go. 

When we reached there, I was my old 
enthusiastic self and. after a couple of 
martinis, I’d lost concern about anybody 
—or anything—else except the pleasure of 
the moment. We danced. while waiting for 
them to bring the lobster, and Paul held 
me much too close. 

“You’re a lot of fun when you let your- 
self stop being afraid.” he whispered. 
“Nobody’s going to bite you. Although 
that isn’t such a bad idea.” 

“Paul, you shouldn’t talk like that,” I 
told him, although at the moment I wasn’t 
quite certain just why he shouldn’t. 

“All right, angel.” he said, laughing. “I 
won’t,. Oh, here comes the lobster, and 
I'm starved!” 

We went back to the table and, really. 
that was the best looking. and the best 
tasting, food I’d ever seen in my life. 
After dinner, and some sane and sober 
conversation, I was again concerned about 
the folk we’d left behind. Jimmy and 
Sharon were all right, I knew, but I was 
worried about Barbie although Paul pro- 
tested that she’d rather be alone. 

“I think it’s time to go,” I said firmly, 
then relenting, “although I can’t think 
when I’ve had a lovelier evening.” 

Paul smiled happily, looking so like a 
litle boy that my heart simply flipped 
over, 

“Just one more dance,” he said, hope- 
fully, : 

“All right,” I agreed, and mentally 
added, little boy. 

Oh, he’s so easy to handle, I thought, 


slipping into his arms, why was I ever 
worried? 

The music was soft and lovely, the eve- 
ning shadows deepening, and the cool 
breeze from the river somehow just—right. 
How do these things happen? I don’t 
know. I can’t say. 

I felt all disconnected from everything 
and everybody else in the world. I didn’t 
know what I was doing here. dancing in 
Paul’s arms. I’d fought it, and fought him. 
But now that I was, I felt I'd never been 
anywhere else, nor ever wanted to be. 

“Helen,” he said softly, and I turned my 
head, and his kiss was what I’d been wait- 
ing for all my life. 

Paul moved away first. and I, who had 
thought the situation so easy to handle, 
struggled for composure. Although 
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we | 


were dancing in the shadows, I was afraid | 
some of the other few diners would have 


noticed. Paul didn’t seem to care. 

“We could be so very happy together,” 
he whispered. 

“Paul!” I said, shocked. 

I guess that was what really brought me 
back to reality. What on earth could he be 
thinking of? There was Barbie, and there 
certainly were Jimmy and Sharon. 

As if reading my mind he said. very low, 
“Barbara doesn’t care for me—or anyone. 
She lives only for excitement, the unusual. 
If someone said to her let’s go on a safari 
tomorrow, she’d be ready to go.” 

He sounded bitter. and resigned. But by 


now, I was concerned mostly about prac- | 
tical things, and I reminded Paul that we | 


were to leave after this dance. 
again his pleasant and agreeable self and 
without reluctance left. During 
drive home we were both rather silent, al- 
though he did ask me. strangely enough, 
if I’'d ever been away from Lawrenceville. 

“Why. no,” I answered. startled. “How 
ever did you know?” 

“T didn’t,” he said, “but I’d like to take 
far, far away.” 


we 


you away 


I didn’t answer. I couldn’t say anything, | 


because at just that moment, I felt that I 


would have gone with him, anywhere. We | 


said nothing else until reaching my house, 
and then I murmured a hurried and al- 
most relieved goodbye. 

It was still early evening. and Jimmy 
hadn’t come home yet. I knew that mother 


had put Sharon to bed by now, and so I 


tried to find something to do with myself. | 


The TV 
horrible ones at that. The book I'd been 
trying to find time to read was flat. dry and 
tasteless. My neat little house was com- 
pletely in order, as it, and my neat little 
life, had always been. I felt like scream- 
ing, or breaking something, or tearing off 
my fingernails—anything to break the 
quiet peacefulness. Walking up and down 
the living room, I felt like a caged animal. 
Once I picked up the phone to call Barbie 
to see how her headache was. Realizing 
I'd probably only get Paul, I dropped it 
like a hot potato. What on earth was hap- 
pening to me? What was wrong? 


programs were all re-runs, and 
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| DIDN’T FIND an answer then, or in the 

weeks that followed. I became upset 
over the slightest thing, seemed to have 
caught Barbie’s frequent headaches, and 
was so irritable with Jimmy and Sharon 
that the once laughing house was like a 
tomb. I would find Jimmy looking at me 
strangely sometimes and Sharon, after ask- 
ing, “What’s the matter, Mommie” many 
times, simply stayed away from me. play- 
ing outside or talking to her dolls. 

| both dreaded and was anxious to see 
Paul again, and had made up my mind 
that ’'d duck no more parties or engage- 
ments with him and Barbie. And so, I 
thought I was relieved to learn that Paul 
had gone to the capital on business for 
awhile. Only I found out I wasn’t relieved, 
I was miserable. 

I tried to be sensible, to think about my 
family, my responsibilities, but Jimmy 
seemed like a complete stranger. His 
mildness and gentle kindness that I'd al- 
ways leaned on, now seemed remote, and 
a reproach. Even Sharon, sometimes, 
seemed a reproach, though Id alternately 
suffocate her with love and attention, when 
I left like this. Jimmy said once that it 
was late summer, and I was having my 
dog days. I nodded wordlessly, and won- 
dered why he found excuses for me. If 
he’d only fight! But fight what? 

It was all so awful. I wasn’t any good 
for them, at all, any more. What had hap- 
pened to me? Id been a good wife and 
mother, loved my home and family, and 
now there was a roaring in my ears, the 
call of faraway places, and the promise of 
this was only in Paul’s eyes. I was com- 
pletely miserable while he was gone, and 
even more so when he finally came back. 

Still, I wasn’t prepared for his phone 
call that morning. The words tumbled out 
in a rush of gladness to hear his voice 
again, but then reproach for calling me 
like this. He said he’d thought only of 
me while he was gone, and there was a 
lot more about leaving here, he didn’t 
really like Lawrenceville, things we'd 
talked about before. 

‘I wish I could take you away with me,” 
he said. 

“Where, Paul?” I whispered. 

“Anywhere, just as long as it’s with 
you,” he said. 

I hadn’t thought. I hadn’t made any 
decision, but now I did. “I think I'd go 
with you, Paul,” I said, quietly. 

“To the ends of the earth?” he asked— 
that was our toast, when we had dinner 
at The Inn. 

“To the ends of the earth,” I said. 

“Meet me at The Inn, tonight at eight,” 
he said quickly. 

“Yes, Paul, but— 
things to ask him. 

“I’ve got to go, now,” he said, then 
softly, “Tonight, baby.” 

hen he was gone. I was in a daze. 
What had I done? I wasn’t sure of any- 
thing at the moment, neither my promise, 
nor what it might mean, only that I must 
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I had a million 


see Paul, and I would. I went about my 
household duties, preparing lunch, iron- 
ing Sharon’s dresses, still dazed. 

When I finally realized what I’d done, 
or planned to do, a sort of mild hysteria 
took over. I—nice, quiet, sane and sensible 
Helen—I was going to run away from 
home! I sat down weakly at the kitchen 
table, burying my head in my arms. What 
did a person do in a situation like this? 
There must be some rules, some etiquette 
for deserting your family, your whole life. 
I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. I 
only knew I had to go with Paul. 

I thought of Jimmy and Sharon—they’d 
irritated me the past few weeks, but now 
they seemed very dear, remote, but dear. 
I thought of mother—her shocked disbelief 
—and I wavered. Then I thought of 
Fault... 

Swiftly I finished putting the house in 
order, and by late afternoon I took Sharon 
to mother’s, explaining that I was going 
out to dinner again, and not looking at 
her when she said I was becoming quite 
a gadabout. Back home, I tried to decide 
what to do next. I’d always tried to be 
fairly honest, but I couldn’t, out of the 
clear blue sky, tell Jimmy simply that I 
was going away. It seemed so unreal and 
Paul had sounded so vague, but that was 
Paul, and you couldn’t have both firm 
foundation and castles in the sky, too. 
And it was my turn for castles in the sky! 

So I called Jimmy, and told him to have 
dinner downtown, that I had other plans. 
When he said heartily, “Fine! The change 
will do you good,” I almost cried out to 
him what I’d planned to do. 

But I stopped myself, and saying. 
“Goodbye, Jimmy,” replaced the phone. 

Now, there was writing the note. It was 
long, and I can’t remember all of it, but 
I wanted Jimmy to see, to understand, 
that the wings I never knew I had needed 
to be tried out. Most of all, I told him. 
he’d find someone else who could make 
him happier, who could give him other 
children, sisters and brothers for Sharon. 
When I wrote Sharon’s name, I nearly 
gave it up. How could I leave my baby? 
Somehow, though, it had never seemed 
right to take her with me, and leaving her 
was my punishment, my absolution. Soon, 
it was nearly time to go. I dressed, still 
with the dazed feeling that this isn’t real- 
ly happening to me. I didn’t pack any- 
thing at all, because what do you take to 
the ends of the earth? I felt light. unreal, 
as if every chain had dropped off. 

Leaving the note on my dressing table. 
I phoned for a taxi, and refused to think 
as the minutes ticked off until it arrived. 
During the short ride to The Inn, I felt as 
if I were some other person, and could sit 
back and look at how foolish I was. But 
when I saw Paul, already there, and so 
very glad to see me, everything else was 
forgotten. 

“Have you had dinner?” he asked, 
seeming to be very casual, I thought, un- 
der the circumstances. 


I nodded yes, but quickly agreed to 
have a drink. At our same table where 
we'd had dinner before, Paul was un- 
usually silent, and I was glad. He seemed 
to realize that he might break the—spell. 
or whatever it was I was under. 

We left soon and, riding along, leaving 
Lawrenceville behind us, I wanted to ask 
him where we were going, but somehow I 
couldn’t. When he stopped at a motel 
court, only a few miles out of town, I 
looked at him in surprise, the questions I 
could not ask mirrored in my face. 

“We'd better make some plans,” he said, 
taking my hand and lightly kissing my 
forehead. 

He was gone for a few minutes and then, 
returning, said only, “Come on.” 

I got out of the car and went with him, 
but somehow. something was going wrong. 
Paul seemed different—where was the 
charm that had made me want to follow 
him, go with him anywhere? 

Once inside one of the cabins, I tried to 
ask questions, but Paul silenced me with 
his lips. And I—wasn’t this what I wanted, 
what I’d waited for? My questions were 
forgotten, and all of the tomorrows, and 
there was nothing else in the world but 
Paul and me, and our love. 


*\\/ HERE ARE WE GOING, Paul?” ] 
asked later, much later. 

“What do you mean, baby?” he asked in 
return, smoothing a curl back from my 
cheek. 

Then I knew! Without making any 
greater fool of myself, I knew. There 
wasn’t any going away to faraway places. 
As far as the city slicker was concerned. 
we'd been there. Oh, how foolish I’d been! 
But hadn’t I really known all along? 
Hadn’t I known that Paul’s insistent “go 
away with me” had only meant for a mo- 
ment? 

He’d forgotten my question, was mur- 
muring endearments, and reaching out to 
touch me again. But if I’d really known. 
why had I planned to run away, to really 
and truly leave my home, and Jimmy and 
Sharon? Then I remembered—the letter! 

“Oh, no!” I cried. 

“What’s the matter, 
asked, very concerned. 

“There’s something I can’t explain,” I 
whispered, frantic now, “but I must get 
back home right away.” 

Protest was in his handsome face, but I 
guess he sensed my urgency, and we were 
out of there in a few minutes. 

Paul raced back to town, and I had only 
one thought—destroy that letter! I wasn’t 
certain what I’d do next, perhaps go away 
by myself. I couldn’t think of the idea of 
going back to Jimmy, not after what I'd 
just done. But, obviously, I wasn’t geing 
anywhere with Paul, and for all of our 
sakes, Jimmy must not see that note. 

I glanced at Paul and, catching my eye, 
he reached out and pulled me closer to 
him. 

“You're sure everything’s going to be 
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all right?” he asked, still worried, and try- 
ing to please. 

“Yes, of course,” I said, “only please 
hurry.” 

Why explain to him that I was such a 
country bumpkin that I took every word 
he said literally, that I believed his prom- 
jses to take me to the ends of the earth, 
and beyond? Paul seemed satisfied just 
with the statement that I must hurry back 
home. Guess that was familiar to him, I 
thought ruefully. Finally we were near 
my home and now, learning the sophisti- 
cated ways of sin and caution, I suggested 
that Paul stop at the corner. 

He caught my hand and said, smiling, 
“Next week?” 

Poor Paul—I’m sure he couldn’t have 
understood my look of startled amazement, 
nor what I said. 

“How many times do you begin your 
life all over again, Paul?” I asked gently. 
“About once a week? Goodbye, Paul.” 

Understanding was slowly dawning in 
his eyes as I left him, and I wondered just 
for a moment if I shouldn’t have told him 
about the note, but it was too late. Run- 
ning down the street, I rushed into the 
house, and was immediately relieved to 
find no one there. 

Upstairs, on my dressing table, was the 
note, just as I’d left it. I tore it into a 
million _pieces and then. at last, the reac- 
tion set in and I fell on the bed and cried 
my eyes out. Finally I sat up, and looked 
at myself in the mirror. I was a sight— 
tearstained and smeared makeup, com- 
bined with the fancy outfit. Quickly I un- 
dressed. and took a shower. 

What must I do now, I thought. Can I 
stay on with Jimmy, none the wiser? 
Others have done it. Or should I go away 
as planned, only alone? 

Then I began to wonder where Jimmy 
was—some nerve, I. It was after twelve 
o'clock, though, and very unusual for him. 
Perhaps he’d called. and finding me not at 
home—I couldn’t sleep. I tried reading, 
and I couldn’t do that either. Finally, 
about one o’clock, he came in. I saw, with 
a bit of a shock, that he was the same old 
Jimmy. Well, I wasn’t the same old Helen. 

“Hi,” he said casually. “You still 
awake? I went over to your mother’s, and 
my folks were there, too, so we had an 
evening of it.” 

He smiled pleasantly, waiting for my 
report of the evening. I mumbled some- 
thing about a committee meeting, it was 
boring, terrible headache. 

He looked at me sharply, said gently, 
“You’re not catching Barbie’s headaches, 
are you?” 

Hearing Barbie’s name. I almost choked, 
but managed to whisper, “No, this isn’t a 
bad one.” 

Everything seemed the same—Jimmy 
Was putting on his pajamas (those crazy 
striped ones I’d given him for his birth- 
day), he was in the bathroom brushing his 
teeth, calling if I wanted an aspirin or 
anything— Everything was the same, I’d 


gotten away with it! Or had I? What 
about me? What about my guilty feelings? 

There are those who say it is better not 
to tell, that ignorance is bliss, and all that. 
But Jimmy and I have, or rather we had, 
such a wonderful grass roots type thing 
that I didn’t know if deception would work 
with us. Perhaps I should just go away, 
tomorrow. Perhaps I should have gone 
tonight. But I’d come back here. because 
I had nowhere else to go, and so doing, I'd 
given Jimmy the right to judge. 

“Jimmy,” I said, when he came back 
in our room, “there’s something I have to 
tell you.” 

And then I did—all of it, from the be- 
ginning, sparing myself not at all. He 
just sat and listened, and for a long time 
after I finished, he didn’t say anything. 
If he’d only get angry with me, shout, 
throw something—anything! But he never 
had and, if not now, then I guess he never 
would. Finally he said, in a voice like a 
stranger. “Answer two questions for me 
truthfully, Helen.” 

“All right,” I said, my voice equally 
dead. 

“Do you love him?” 

It was like a surgeon’s knife, cutting out 
a disease, and I suddenly realized. of 
course, that I didn’t. 

“No,” I said. 

“Do you still want to go away?” 

And that was when I knew, too. that 
there was nothing, or no one, in any far- 
away places for me, and that I could seek 
forever and never find the answer any- 
where but here, at home. I wanted to cry 
out my realization, my remorse, but I only 
said, “No.” 

“T’m glad you told me, Helen,” Jimmy 
said finally, “because I knew, anyway.” 

I looked up, startled. “No,” he con- 
tinued, “I didn’t see the letter. and I never 
saw you—with him. I just knew. At least, 
we still have honesty between us. I wish 
I could just stop caring for you, cut you 
out of me like surgery, but I can’t.” 

I couldn’t look at Jimmy, because I 
could tell from the hurt in his voice what 
I had done. I finally knew the enormity 
of my sin, and the pain that would go 
down the years with us. 

“And there’s Sharon, of course,” he said. 
“She has a right to her—mother.” Then 
more harshly, “Helen, first I must learn 
to live with myself, for being too cowardly 
to leave you. Then we can perhaps see 
what there is left for us. We will both 
have to have patience.” 

Without another word, he left the room. 
I sat there for some time, just looking 
down at my hands. Then I realized that 
was stupid, I should do something else. 
But what? There was nothing else to do. 
I'd been reprieved, I hadn’t been sent 
away. Jimmy, in his great kindness, had 
told me what I’d have to do, that I’d have 
to wait and earn my place in his life again. 
This, every day for the rest of my life, I 


shall try to do. THE END 
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Substitute Mother 


(Continued from Page 21) 


spread his arms wide—that was true. We 
did have a nice home. “I’ve got a good 
job. I rake in the monthly payola real good 

” which was true too. Jay was top sales- 
man for his firm—he made a good drawing 
account and usually racked. up the most 
commissions. “We’re the right age. You 
twenty-five—me twenty-eight. We got it 


made, baby .. . we'll get a little squaller 


Imno vme... 

He almost made me see it. He almost 
made it seem a fine substitution to adopt a 
baby—but there was this thing within me, 
this small still voice that wanted a child of 
my own—mine—that I could grow in my 
body, bear from my body, know it was 
mine, my own, know that Jay’s and my 
blood coursed through its veins . . . and 
[ clung to the words of the doctor as if 
they were jewels—“there’s one chance in 
a thousand you might get pregnant—but 
everything has to ke right and it hardly 
ever is—that’s the trouble. It hardly ever 
is .’ But it might be, I told myself 


with hope. There might be that one chance 
in a thousand—and that was my dream, my 
prayer. 


‘Well, okay,” Jay said, “we can adopt 


then maybe you'll get pregnant... 
? 


a baby 
you know how it was with Alice Fuller...’ 

She was a girl at the apartment where 
we lived first. “I’ve seen this happen over 
and over,” she told us. “A couple adopts 
a baby, then—wham—the wife gets preg- 
nant. Look! Like with me,” and she tugged 
on the overblouse of her maternity dress 
and laughed. “We had Billy three months 
when I got this way. How about that? I bet 
[ really start having them from now on and 
us married ten years!” 

[ hadn’t thought about her for a long 
time when Jay brought it up. “They say 
it happens like that,” he said. “I may be 
nuts, but who cares, if it works ... So 
why don’t we adopt a kid and try it out?” 

“You want to adopt a child so much, 
Jay?” I asked him. 

“Look,” and he got a little mad. “I don’t 
care if we do or if we don’t. Don’t you get 
it, Margaret? It’s you I want to be happy. 
If having a kid’ll make you happy, I say 
let's make tracks down to the adoption 
board, or the welfare center or the court- 
house or where the hell it is you go to put 
in an application. I want you like you used 
to be, Margaret—gay and laughing and 
loving me. See? Ever since the doc said you 
couldn’t have a baby, you’ve acted like you 
slammed a door in your heart or some- 
thing .. .” 

‘Oh!” I hadn’t realized that. I hadn’t 
realized I’d changed. 

But I want a baby,” I cried. “I feel— 
incomplete, Jay. Don’t you understand?” 

‘No,” he said. “I don’t understand why 
it should change you that much. Did you 
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marry me for me or just to have babies?” 

I held him close then. “I married you, 
Jay. I married you because I loved you 
and still love you.” Then I took his face 
in both my hands. “Don’t you want a baby. 
Jay? A child that’s part of you and me?” 

“Why sure,” he said, “I suppose I do. I 
suppose every man does .. .” and I felt 
guilty because it was my fault we didn’t 
have children, and an adopted child would 
be a substitution—not our own. 

It was a neighbor who started my hospi- 
tal work. We talked sometimes over the 
side fence when she and I were hanging 
out clothes, except that my line held just 
Jay’s and my washing, and hers hung low 
with scads of jeans and levis and tee shirts 
—all the things twin boys of nine get dirty. 
It was when one of the twins fell off his 
bicycle and broke his leg in two places, a 
compound fracture that sent him to the 
hospital for a time, that I found out about 
that kind of work. 

“If there were only something I could 
do,” I said to Mrs. March. “Some way I 
could help...” 

“Well now. that’s nice of you,” she said, 
“but my mother comes over to take care 
of Wes every day while I’m at the hospital 
with Les, so absolutely everything is taken 
care of.” She smiled with a little sigh. “It’s 
the hospital that needs help, not me. You’d 
never guess how overworked those nurses 
are at the Children’s Hospital . . .” Then 
she told me about the “helping hands”— 
women who donate their time to read to 
small children bound by illness and pain 
to their beds, and play little games with 
toddlers who can’t toddle—how it brought 
sunshine into the youngsters’ lives and 
helped the overworked nurses. 

She didn’t tell me all this to try and get 
me to volunteer, I’m sure of that. She prob- 
ably didn’t even realize my interest .. . I 
don’t show my feelings. But I kept thinking 
about it... those little children, so I found 
myself in the office of the hospital. saying, 
“What can a person do to help here? How 
can I become a helping hand?” And I 
found it was easy. 


‘THE CHILDREN I read to. those I com- 

forted with a cool palm on a hot little 
head, others I made up stories for and 
played simple games with . . . well. those 
children seemed to help the lonely feeling 
I had without one of my own—at the same 
time, they made it worse: for while I was 
with them, I felt fulfilled—when I left 
them, I felt empty. And Jay and I seemed 
to grow farther apart. 

“You talk about the hospital and that’s 
all,” he complained and I bristled. 

“So. What’s wrong with that?” I asked. 

“Nothing,” he said. “I’m proud of what 
you're doing. But good God. Margaret, 


there’s me—remember me? I’m your hus- 
band. You’re always telling me what sweet 
little things those sick kids are, how about 
saying I’m a sweet little thing once in 
awhile?” he grinned. 

Then came Laurie. This was after I had 
been a “helping hand” for several months. 
I thought, during that time, about adopting 
a child—Jay brought it up once or twice, 
then he stopped. Adoption . . . 1t was so 
final. It was like saying, Look, I’m half a 
woman. | can’t have one of my own... . but, 
just the same, I found myself wandering 
around the yard at home, thinking: There 
would be a good spot for a sandbox. Over 
here, we could hang a swing .. . Same in 
the guest room, I could see a crib and rock- 
ing-horse in there, the little starched 
dresses hanging high in the closet . . . but 
when Jay said, “Look, how about us putting 
our names in, huh?” I always begged off. 
It was like giving up. 

Then I saw Laurie in the hospital—a 
little two-year-old, so sick, her hair damp 
with fever, her big dark eyes patient as no 
baby’s eyes should have to be, and I fell in 
love with her. 

I always read the chart at the end of each 
child’s bed, and some of their history was 
there too. It helped us know how to enter- 
tain these little mites, what to do to help 
them. It made our relationships more per- 
sonal so we could say: “Well. hi there, 
Mike. you’ve got to get well for that brother 
at home. I bet he’s anxious to play with 
you again... .” like that. Laurie’s history 
made me hover over her with that special 
feeling—the feeling. you’re alone, for 
Laurie was a ward of the court—a little 
angel cast aside. 

As she got better, I chose to think she 
blossomed under my feeling for her. When 
she tried to say my name. “Margaret” came 
out “Mommie” on her baby tongue . . . it’s 
a sign, 1 told myself breathlessly, and 
rushed to find out more about Laurie and 
why she was a ward of the court. 

She had no father—only a mother. I 
learned, who could not give her the care 
she needed, so the mother left the child in 
the custody of the juvenile authorities. “But 
only temporarily,” the woman told me, 
“she hopes to take back her responsibilities 
later...” 

An excitement burst within me—a lot of 
crazy, mixed-up ideas—the desire to have a 
child, take care of it, love it, the reluctance 
to have one belonging to another woman in 
case, some time, I could have my own... 
this might be the answer—dear heaven, 
just the loan of a child might make me get 
pregnant the way it sometimes happened 
with adoptive parents! 

“As soon as little Laurie Anderson is re- 
leased from the hospital,” the woman went 
on, “we shall have to find a foster home for 
her,” and I leaned forward, breathless. all 
these confused ideas rushing through my 
brain, all the mixed-up desires crowding 
my heart. “A foster home,” the woman 
emphasized, looking at me sharply. “you'd 
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have to agree to give up the child as soon 
as the mother wanted her back .. .” 

“Oh yes, I understand,” I cried, and 
didn’t know why my hands were hurting 
3 badly until I looked down and discov- 
eed that I was wringing them. 

“What’s wrong with adopting a child?” 
Jay asked when I told him. “Why a tem- 
porary deal like this? We'll get attached 
to her, then—bowie!—her mother will 
want her back. What kind of set-up is 
that?” 

He couldn’t understand, he didn’t know 
about me feeling less-than-a-woman, being 
childless. He didn’t know that adopting a 
child would be admitting my lack .. . he 
didn’t know . . . well, he just didn’t know 
me any more. 

Anyway, that’s how I got Laurie. I 
thought I could love her on the surface, 
and it wouldn’t get deep down and tie me 
allup . .. I thought I might get pregnant 
and be able to give her up easily . . . that’s 
what I thought. When I put the crib and 
the rocking-horse into the guest room and 
had Jay build a sandbox out in the yard, 
[| kept telling myself, this is only for a- 
while. She’s just visiting. Then, “Mom- 
mie,” Laurie would cry out and show me 
asand castle. Immediately, I forgot all my 


resolutions. “Yes, little daughter,” I'd 
answer ... . she was mine—mine—all I 


wanted was to keep her forever. 

So it had gone for a year. The idea that 
she was temporary left me, the fear that 
her mother would come to claim her faded 

.and here was her mother, on this rainy 
Saturday afternoon .. . 

“Mommie,” Laurie called. 

“That’s Laurie,” her mother said. “Isn’t 
that Laurie?” 

I could do nothing else. I opened the 
door and let Rita Anderson into my house. 

Through a mist, I saw her kneel and 
hold out her arms. “Laurie love. Laurie 
pet. Well, if you ain’t a cutie pie. Come to 
Mama, Laurie. Don’t you remember 
Mama?” 

Still with her thumb in her mouth, 
Laurie clutched her little nose with her fin- 
gers, her eyes staring big and wondering. 
She sidled away, searching for me, and 
when she found me, “Mommie,” she cried, 
ran and cast herself in my arms. 

I felt so triumphant. I must have looked 
at Rita Anderson that way, holding Laurie 
tight. 

The girl stood, shook her skirts and 
laughed. “Kids,” she chuckled. “They got 
memories short as a minute.” She ran her 
fingers through her hair. “Look, Mrs. 
Eckert,” she said, “I didn’t come to get the 
kid. I hardly make enough money to take 
care of myself, let alone a kid. I just came 
to see her . . .” 

Then, only then, did I let my breath out. 

“Just came to visit her, that’s all. You’re 
away from your kid for a year and you get 
‘0—well, you’d like to see what she looks 
like, you know?” 

I nodded wordlessly, holding Laurie. 











A Soothing Dressing - 
BURNS ¢ CHAFE e 
MINOR CUTS e 
Skin Irritations ... 
BRUISES Ce 
HITE 
“in 2D 


REAESTATE 


w 
“Spl eat 





PAYS BIG! SEN ee. FREE. Bia ILLUS- FREE 
TRATED CATALOG NOW! Graduates report 

making substantial saanaben. Start and run og B00K 
own business quickly. Men. women of all a 


) Sa Prope’ rey 
nt, Appraising, Loans, Mortgages, How 
and related subjects. STUDY AT HOME or in 
classrooms in leading cities. Diploma aw arded 
Write TODAY for free book! No obligatio 

approved for World War II and Korean Veterans 
WEAVER SCHOOL OF REAL ESTATE (Est. 1936) 
2020G Grand Avenuw ansas City, Mo. 





HOW TO PUBLISH 


Join our successful authors in a 


complete and reliable publishing 
Y UR == publicity, advertising, 
andsome books. Speedy, efficient 


service. Send for FREE manuscript 
report & copy of Publish Your Book. 


BOOK CARLTON PRESS bept. TE2 
84 Fifth Ave., New York 11, N. Y. 





Suffer Varicose 





my lag pot Ba cose Ulcers. 

or Oped n Leg. 80 ot send away at once for FREB 
Booklet “THE LIEPE METHODS FOR HOME USE.” 
Tells all about this 60-year-old peas and en- 
dorsed by thousan Liepe Methods, Dept. €£-73 
3250 N. Green Bay Ave., Milwaukee 12, Wisconsin 














Make Money in Spare Time or Full Time With These 


Here’s 





SEND NO 
Rush Coupon 


for this Outfit 


I'll send you $4.44 of 
actual Blair Quality 
Products for FREE 


Not a penny needed 
now tostart. Full-size 
products plus money- 
making plans rushed 


TRIAL: shampoo, 
creme sachet, flavor- to you for FREE 
ing, lotion, and | TRIAL. NoC.O.D. 


No postage to pay. 
MAIL COUPON! 


Lynchburg, Virginia 


cleansing cream. Plus 
Big Catalog and Plans. 


BLAIR, Dept. 14EH, 











Full-Size Products Sent You for 


FREE TRIAL! 


s my amazing offer: Just mail coupon below and I’ll 
send you for- FREE TRIAL an assortment of full-size 
packages of famous Blair Quality Products. Introduce to 
friends, neighbors—show them sensational bargains in 
lovely cosmetics, flavoring, things every home needs 
and buys every day—200 in all. Put in sp are time or full 


MONEY time. You don’t need experience, and I give you credit. 


BLAIR, Dept. 14EH, 
Lynchburg, Virgima 














Please rush full-size products for FREE TRIAL J 
and Money-Making Plans. i 
Name I 
Re te ee ks ee : 
City a * 
ee A A cA —_— ——c ee cm 








“You think . . . I wonder how the kid is,’ 
so you come to see. You've done fine with 
her, Mrs. Eckert. I want to thank you...” 

And my heart went out to her then. Yes, 
I’d done fine with Laurie. I could feel her 
chubby little body in my arms, I knew how 
she laughed, played. how much she was 
learning. She was mine—I had made her 
like this, a healthy, happy child. 

It was then that Jay came in from the 
kitchen. “This is Laurie’s mother,” I said, 
stumbling over the word. “Mrs. Ander- 
Son... 
She turned to him. She was at ease with 
a man, you could see that. “Miss Ander- 
son.” she laughed. “Let’s not pull any 
punches, we’re all too close for that, what 
with you taking care of the kid and all. 
I’m Miss Anderson, if IT was a Mrs. I’d 
probably be somewhere taking care of the 
kid myself .. .” 

Jay laughed. 

“So call me Rita. Okay?” 

Well, it was Rita-this and Rita-stay-to- 
and Rita-you’ve-been-out-in-the- 
rain, how-about-a-high-ball-to-ward-off-a- 
cold, and finally it was Rita-I’ll-drive-you- 
home, it’s-too-bad-a-night-for-a-bus-trip. ... 
(ll right, 1 thought. All right, feed her, be 
nice to her, get her out of here. So, all 
right. 

[ still had my Laurie. It was all T could 
think of as she tagged me in the kitchen 
while I put supper together. She laughed 
while I recited “Hey Diddle Diddle” and 
in the living room, Rita laughed at Jay’s 
okes 

When she was getting into her raincoat, 
ready to go home. I brought Laurie out, 
from her bath and cuddly in her 
sleepers that had the big, bright-colored 
polkadots on them. “Well now. 
iren’t you the cutie pie?” Rita explained, 
poking her in the stomach. “Aren’t you the 
little ole kewpie doll. You want to go home 
with Mama?” Laurie twisted and buried 
her face in my shoulder. “Not her,” 
laughed Rita, “she knows which side her 
bread is buttered on.” 

She turned to Jay who had slipped into 
his topcoat and was waiting. “You don’t 
have to take me home, you know,” she 
said with a sideways and upward sweep of 
those sticky stiff eyelashes. “I’m used to 
traipsing around on buses.” 

Jay told her it was no trouble, he was 
glad to do it. He wanted a breath of fresh 
ir anyway. 

“Okay,” she laughed. “Okay. I believe 
you. But I live clear across town. You'll be 
SOITY .- has 

He'd be sorry? I thought of those words 
later, a long time later. He’d be sorry? I 
thought of them bitterly. 

It must have been a long way, I told him 
later. Well, it was, he said, and told me 
about the run-down apartment house with 
the sagging stairs and the peeling paint in 
the halls. It was a long time before I 
thought about that—that he was inside! 

“She doesn’t have much fun,” he said, 


supper, 


rosy 


clown 
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“but, boy, what fun she does have, she 
really wrings dry .. .” then he got off on 
talking about Rita, what she said, the jokes 
she made. 

“Do you think she'll take Laurie?” I 
asked—that was the deep kernel of fright 
within me. 

Jay shrugged. “Not now. anyway.” 

But from then on, the fear of Laurie’s 
mother was within me. After all, she 
was Laurie’s mother with a first claim I 
couldn’t fight no matter how much I loved 
Laurie, how well I cared for her—no matter 
whether Laurie had forgotten her and re- 
membered only me. If Rita came and said, 
“Give me my child.” there wasn’t a thing 
in God’s world I could do except give her 
up. 

Now Rita was real, with a pretty face, a 
laughing mouth. flirting eyes. a swaying, 
man-whistling body—real, and a threat! 


THE months that followed, I couldn’t put 

aside the fear. When Jay played with 
Laurie, I watched them, tears. close to the 
stiff smile on my face as I desperately 
thought: If only Laurie were physically 
ours, then no one could snatch her from us. 

“When you're five,” I answered Laurie’s 
questions. “then you can go to kinder- 
garten, and in the first grade after that, 
you'll start to learn to read . . .” my words 
breaking off and dying away as the sicken- 
ing thought came to me: You will probably 
be with your mother and I won’t know any- 
thing about it... 

“Margaret.” Jay held me tight where I 
was rigid in the circle of his arms. “Mar- 
garet, there’s me too... .” and I wept deep 
in my heart. remembering the closeness of 
our love which had borne nothing because 
of me—which brought Laurie fleetingly 
into our lives to tear me into little pieces. 
“Margaret.” Jay begged. “just live and 
enjoy life today, tonight, this minute . . .” 

“But what if she comes?” I cried, “and 
takes her away from me?” 

He let me go and spread his hands help- 
lessly. He couldn’t understand my feelings 
of deep-down guilt. my lack as a wife 
which made me only a substitute mother. 
He simply couldn’t understand the terrible 
inadequacy within me that held me back 
from loving him and pushed me forward to 
loving Laurie too possessively. 

“Rita doesn’t really love her.” I stormed. 
“letting her go like that . . . not seeing her 
for so long . . . calling her ‘cutie pie’ and 
‘kewpie doll’ as if she were—were nothing 
but a plaything!” 

“Sure she loves Laurie.” Jay answered 
that. “There are all kinds of love—lop- 
sided love, warped love, selfish, guilty, in- 
sufficient, mixed-up love. You should know, 
Margaret. You should know . . .” and he 
turned away from me. 

I hovered over Laurie, held her close, 
protected her, kept her by my side every 
instant. Always I was watching down the 
street, looking in that direction from which 
Rita came on the first rainy day—sure she 
would come again. 


When she did come, six months later in 
the late spring, I wasn’t looking at all. I 
was out in back, hanging up clothes—and 
Laurie, three-and-a-half then, pedalled her 
first tricycle around and around the clothes 
basket. She looked up and stopped pedal- 
ling. “Mommie,” she exploded with the 
quick cry that meant, “there’s-a-stranger- 
here-do-something!” 

I turned and there stood Rita! 

She smiled, her soft hair a halo, her 
dress as red as her lips, standing on heels 
so high she seemed to be on tip-toe. Un- 
consciously, I grabbed Laurie from her 
trike and held her close. 

“Hi.” said Rita. “Hi, Cutie Pie. Didn't 
see anyone out in front. so I came around 
in back. Gee, what a washing!” It flapped 
in the breeze, mostly Laurie’s little panties, 
her short-skirted dresses, play suits, night- 
ies, p.j’s. 

Maybe she'll go away, I thought. /f I 
just stand here and hold Laurie. Maybe 
she came to say she is leaving town and 
will never see us again. I ought to ask her 
in for coffee. I thought then. J] ought to 


remind Laurie of her manners and tell her 


to say ‘how do you do, 1 couldn’t speak. 
I couldn’t move. All I could think of then 
was: The threat is here. I wish the threat 
would leave. 

Then Rita dropped the bombshell as if it 
were a powder puff she was flinging in the 
air. 

“T came to take Laurie off your hands.” 

It isn’t so, TY thought wildly. / didn’t 
hear those words. 

Rita still smiled. “Isn’t it lucky? I’m 
getting married. The guy’s crazy about 
kids. He wants the kid.” 

Lucky! Oh, my God! Lucky. Lucky? 1 
pressed Laurie wildly to me. “Mommie,” 
she protested. 

“Let me keep her.” I whispered. “Please 
let me keep her.” With Laurie clutched in 
my arms, I stepped toward Rita. “Let me 
have her. You can have other babies . . .” 

The sun was warm and glowing, the 
breeze flirted the clothes on the line and 
rustled through the new leaves. /t isn’t 
happening, I thought frantically, the day is 
too beautiful, the air too wonderful. It’s all 
a big and terrible joke. 

But it was happening because as I 
reached Rita, Laurie caught a glint of the 
big red stones in Rita’s earrings, put out a 
baby hand to touch them and Rita took 
her. that quickly. 

“Aren’t they pretty, Cutie Pie? You can 
play with Mama’s earrings all the time.” 
Then she looked up at me. “Look, I’m 
sorry, but you see !’m not about to have 
any more babies. I’m too smart now and I 
never want to go through that again . . .” 
she shuddered. “And I want Laurie. This 
guy likes kids and I’m her mother.” 

The words came back to me that were 
said when I took Laurie a year and a half 
before . . . this is temporary. The mother 
feels she can take back her responsibilities 
later ... the mother—the mother . . . yours 
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ity. She said she gave too much and got 
too little...” 

“She gave too much?” I screamed, sud- 
denly furious, exploding my venom. “She 
got too little?” I leaped out of my tight 
little kernel of self pity. I wanted to hurt 
Rita Anderson for bearing a child so easily, 
giving her away so easily, and taking her 
back. I wanted to hurt Jay too for his 

ympathy—not with me, but for Rita. 

Careful, Margaret,” Jay warned. “She 
may have loved too much, but she loved 
whole-heartedly .. .” 

Why are we quarrelling about Rita?” I 
ed. “It’s Laurie we’ve lost.” 

‘You tell me, Margaret. You tell me.” 

All the light went out of our house with- 
out Laurie. All the warmth and love. It 
was a dead house now without her in it. I 
wanted to die too. I couldn’t bear the 
thought of visiting her and not having her. 
Then finally I couldn’t bear the thought of 
not seeing Laurie at all, so I took the pen- 
cilled piece of paper and got on the bus 
to take me to the city. This was in July, a 
sweltering day, and in the city, smog- 
ridden. The closer I came to the eastern 
part of it, the more afraid I was that Laurie 
would be gone, that Rita would have 
moved now with her new husband and 
taken Laurie away. I was sweating by the 
time I got off the bus at 66th, sweating 
more from fear than heat. 

The apartment building was_pock- 
marked and dirty, with children shouting 
and playing in the streets. I stood there a 
moment, my hand on the iron railing that 
bordered the walk and rose up the stairs, 
leaning hard on it, watching the children, 
thinking of Laurie playing in that street, 
my heart jumping when a car horn honked, 
my nerves twanging as a child darted 
icross the pavement. 

Oh no, | thought, oh no, remembering 
Laurie, starched and frilled, playing on 
the lawn behind the fence, digging in her 
sandbox, safe from harm. OA no. My steps 
sagged up the stairs. Again I looked at the 
paper, but I knew the number by heart. 
['wenty-four. Inside, in the thick hot smell 
of the corridor, I climbed to the second 
floor. No. 2-A. No. 2-B. No. 2-C. I leaned 
my head against the door. The thought of 
eeing Laurie after all these weeks drained 
me. At last, weakly, I knocked, and Rita 
opened the door, still with the halo of hair 
round her head, still with those beautiful 
red lips. Smiling. Happy. She cast one 
look at me then turned and 

“Laurie. Come see. 
Your Mommie’s here.” I stumbled inside, 
dropped to a chair and Laurie, swinging 

dmill arms and legs, churned into my 
lap and hugged me close. 

She remembered, thank God! She re- 
membered me! I held her close, crooning, 
rocking her, feeling her little arms and 
legs—familiar yet strange—not as round 
ind sturdy. I wiped the tears from my eyes 
ind looked down at her and my heart 
quaked. Laurie had lost weight. She didn’t 
look as healthy. 


surp! ised 


called delightedly. 
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While Rita chattered about this and that 
and nothing, I didn’t listen to her. Instead 
I drank in my baby, marking the changes, 
holding her close. I said she was thinner 
and Rita waved that off. “She’s got to lose 
her baby fat sometime . . .” Then I opened 
the box I had brought and Laurie gobbled 
the cookies until I was afraid she’d be sick. 
“She’s not getting enough to eat—or she’s 
getting the wrong kind of food,” I cried. 
But Rita didn’t hear. She was rummaging 
around in the ice box behind a dirty cur- 
tain, talking about opening a couple of 
cans of beer. 

“T don’t want any, thank you,” I said, 
and she turned. Rita was embarrassed for 
the first time. 

“Well, I got the beer,” she said as if she 
were confused, as if she had a burden that 
was heavy. “I suppose you’d rather have 
coffee and I haven’t got none. or tea and I 
haven’t got none of that either . . .” She 
must have seen my look of surprise. “It’s 
that my husband’s out on the road, ma’am, 
and he didn’t get back as soon as I ex- 
pected and here I am, kinda strapped for 
money and food, too . . .” 

I almost gave her some money to get 
some groceries then I thought of the beer 
in the refrigerator and no milk for Laurie, 
so I went out and bought a box of groceries 
and Rita was pathetically grateful. “Ill 
pay you back, ma’am, it’s just *’m in this 
bind. See?” I didn’t see. 

When I tried to talk to Jay about it. he 
was concerned, not only for Laurie, but for 
Rita. “It’s Laurie you should worry about,” 
I shouted, half crazy, “It’s she who needs 
help.” 

“So does Rita.” he said. “Rita’s like a 
child herself . . .” 

Back I went, a two-hour trip each week, 
to stock them up and hold Laurie close, 
through July and into August. Never did I 
see Rita’s husband. She was always vague 
about him, and she was always out of 
groceries. 


‘HEN it all exploded that sultry day in 
August. I walked into that terrible little 
apartment and found Laurie sick, lying on 
a cot, shaking with cold, and the thermom- 
eter in the 90’s! 

I whirled on Rita. “This child’s sick,” I 
cried. 

She wrung her hands and looked help- 
less. 

“Have you had a doctor?” I screamed. 

She shook her head, her eyes big and 
frightened. That’s when I caught her by 
the shoulders and shook her until her teeth 
rattled. “Why haven’t you?” I yelled. “Are 
you going to stand by and let her die?” I 
flung her from me and ran wildly into a 
little alcove, dragging out drawers, finding 
a blanket, at last. 

“Nothing is the way you think it is,” she 
choked, as I tenderly wrapped it around 
Laurie. “I’m not married . . .” My hands 
stopped what they were doing. Slowly and 
heavily, I raised my head to look at her... 
That’s why she took Laurie from me. She 


was going to get married she said, and the 
man wanted Laurie . . . She too.: Laurie 
from me and now she says she isn’t mar- 
ried at all! 

I whirled, grabbed her arms and dug 
my fingers in. “What did you say?” I 
gasped hoarsely. “What did you just say?” 

She was scared. Her panicked eyes 
darted from me to Laurie lying there. 
She told me the stupid story between hic- 
cups of fright. She thought the man might 
marry her—there was nothing definite— 
she just thought he might, so they lived 
together for awhile, she and Laurie and the 
man—and he took off finally, she didn’t 
know where. He was just gone and had 
left her with nothing. 

“T always love married men,” she wailed. 
“T found this single guy at last .. . so I took 
a chance with him. I thought it might work 
re, Sey 

Little by little I released the pressure of 
my fingers. I looked down at her. She 
wasn’t cruel or vicious. She was weak. I 
pushed her aside, bent down and picked 
up Laurie. “Get me a taxi,” I said sternly, 
“I’m taking this child home where she can 
get good care.” 

She scuttled. 

I heard her clatter down the stairs. I 
reached her at the hall pay-phone and saw 
her staring at the dial. Of course, she didn’t 
have any money. She didn’t even have a 
dime to make a phone call. I jerked my 
head toward the bag on my arm. “Open 
it,” I said without expression, “get the 
money out of my change purse.” 

I stood there, rocking Laurie in my arms 
after the call was made. “May I go with 
you?” Rita asked, casting those spiked 
eyelashes sideways and upward toward me. 
“T won’t be any trouble, but may I go and 


“And wait to find out if she lives or 
dies?” I said harshly. My lips thinned and 
my teeth clashed in anger. “Yes, you may 
come. You’re her mother,” I added bit- 
terly. 

It was a long trip and we made it with- 
out a word. It cost so much I had to go in 
the house and make out a check for the 
taxi driver. Then I called the doctor. I 
still had some old nighties of Laurie’s in 
her closet. I sponged her off, weeping over 
her. 

“Mommie,” she said, raising her eyes 
and lowering them again. I got her into 
her crib and the doctor came. 

The diagnosis was very similar to the 
time she was in the hospital. I told the 
doctor I had been a helping hand and 
thought I could nurse her at home—I 
wanted her here, with me, not out of my 
sight for a minute—so, the twenty-four- 
hour-a-day vigil began. 

While I hovered over the crib, getting 
broth between those reluctant lips, forcing 
prescriptions down her, taking her temp- 
erature, crooning over her although she 
didn’t seem to hear much of the time, I had 
Rita filling ice bags, warming blankets, 
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washing sheets and nighties. 1 don’t even 
know where Rita slept. I didn’t care. All 
I cared about was Laurie. 

The second day, Rita said as she brought 
in a pile of sheets, “Where is . . . you 
know, where is . . .” 

There was something strange about the 
way she asked. I looked up and away from 
the crib. “You mean Jay?” I said. 

She nodded. 

“He’s out on the territory.” I told her 
and explained that he would be back Fri- 
day night. It was strange the way she had 
asked. With my mind on Laurie, still a part 
of it thought about her question—she had 
seemed to ask it secretly, as if she shouldn’t 
but had to. Then Laurie’s temperature shot 
up and I forgot everything but trying to 
bring it back to normal. 

It was a nightmare time. I had the feel- 
ing that I hung onto the thin thread of 
Laurie’s life—if I should pull it too tightly 
or let it slack, she would die . . . my heart 
was in my mouth minute by minute and 
hour by hour. 

“I feel so helpless.” Rita whispered 
from the doorway. I turned and looked at 
her. I too felt helpless. “What can I do?” 
she asked, spreading her hands. Her lip- 
stick was worn off and she hadn't replaced 
it on those beautiful chiselled lips. She had 
pushed her hair away from her face which 
looked drawn. 

She’s weak, I thought, feeling sorry for 
her. She’s weak and scared. She needs a 
man to depend on. One who is legally her 
own. A man who would love her for her 
cuteness, and be her strengt 

“It’s my fault.” she whimpered. “I didn’t 
take care of her right . if there was 
something I could do... 

“There is.” I said softly. “Pray. If you 
never prayed before, Rita, pray now. And 
together with God. maybe we can bring 
this baby through.” 

Laurie’s strength ebbed and returned, 
her pulse grew strong and then weak. Her 
temperature went up and down. 

Jay returned. He stood in the doorway, 
haggard as the rest of us. “You'll do no 
good in here,” I said. “But pray. We need 
prayer.” He nodded and was gone. They 
left me alone with Laurie most of the 
time—it was the way I wanted it. It was 
the way I guess they knew was best. 


” 


FRIDAY wore into Saturday. I could 

hear Rita and Jay in the other part of 
the house. But it was Laurie’s breathing 
I listened to. Saturday night she seemed to 
sink, then little by little, levelled off. I 
looked down at my hands and was shocked 
to see the bloody half-moons where my 
fingernails had dug. Saturday night I 
watched the clock. She was low. The lowest 
ebb, I remembered, was about two o’clock 
in the morning—that is when the pendu- 
lum swings, from death to life, or from life 
to death. I hung over her crib and prayed. 
I watched the clock. 

It was Sunday, one in the morning. The 
moon shone bright. Laurie stirred. [ 


pushed her hair away from her high round 
forehead. It was warm and moist. Warm? 
Not hot? “Dear God,” I prayed. “Dear 
God.” 


I looked at Laurie. The fans of her 


lashes lifted heavily. Her lips moved. 
“Mommie?” she asked. 
“Thank God,” I prayed fervently. 


“Thank you, God.” 

Then stiffly I rose. I walked wearily to 
the door and opened it. “Laurie .. .” ] 
started to tell them and stopped dead. 

Jay and Rita stood in close embrace. 
their lips, their bodies together. 

I had fought for Laurie—fought to be a 
mother, fought to get her back. A child- 
it was all I'd had room for. Now every 
nerve within me became stiff and curled 
with rage. This was my husband in the 
arms of this woman! My man! 

Quicker than thought, I rushed them. I 
caught her shoulder, digging my _ nails 
deep, and whirled her from him. 

She landed, spread-eagled against the 
wall. She tried to curve her lips into a 
smile, tried to bat her sticky-lashed eyes 
... She was made up for a man again—any 
man, but not mine! 

“Look,” Rita pushed away from the wall. 
“Look, you want the kid.” Now she wasn’t 
pathetic, now she wasn’t weak—she too 
was fighting. “Take her .. . 

“Take the kid and give me Jay.” she said. 

I threw back my shoulders. I was out- 

this hussy. 
cried Jay and grabbed me 


raged... this 

“Margaret.” 
by the arms. 

I jerked free. “You stay out of this.” I 
snarled. 

“You don’t care anything about Jay, it’s 
only the kid you want.” Rita was saying. 
She was all female again with her sway- 
ing, man-whistling body. Suddenly she 
must have realized I would fight it through. 
Suddenly she wasn’t as sure of herself. 

“Look . . .” she stepped forward. I put 
up my hand. She knew, I guess, she’d bet- 
ter not come any closer. “I’m doin’ you a 
big favor.” she whined. “Look, I’m takin’ 


a man off your hands you don’t give two 
pins about and I’m givin’ you Laurie. What 
more could you ask?” 

And that did it! 

“Shut up,” I snarled. “Stop your play- 
acting. Stop your big, generous speeches 
.. . You think just having a baby auto- 
matically makes you a mother? No. But 
not bearing Laurie. yet taking care of her. 
made me one!” With those words, I cast 
off my guilt of not being able to have my 
own and Jay’s child. 

“And,” I leaned forward, “believe me. 
you're wrong. I want to be a wife. I’m 
proud of being a wife, and I will be a wife. 
There is nothing you can do about it!” 

I turned and looked at Jay. fearful for 
the moment, that he wouldn’t even want 
me. I knew I hadn’t been much of a wife 
to him, since Laurie . . . but he had an 
awed, happy expression on his face that 
said, you really love me. I can hardly be- 
lieve it. 

Then I felt sorry for Rita. But I had 
something to say, and I still had to say it 
to protect my loved ones. “You try to take 
Laurie,” I said softly, “and I shall have you 
declared an unfit mother. You try to take 
my husband and I shall kill you . . .” 

We all learned some truths that night. 

Jay understood me at last. Rita found 
out that married men don’t have For Sale 
signs or even For Rent signs on them. Me? 
Well, now that the foolish guilt is gone, ] 
have room in my heart for both Laurie and 
Jay, and it’s nice having them there .. . 

And now we’ve opened up a new and 
happier chapter—we three; four as soon 
as the adoption proceedings wind up for 
Laurie’s baby brother. “Maybe you'll get 
pregnant,” Jay says. 

“Maybe,” I say. And maybe I will. It 
has happened, countless times . . . but it’s 
not important any more because some 
women aren’t mothers at all who have 
babies, and others are mothers without ever 
actually bearing them. 

If I get pregnant—fine. If I don’t—vwell, 
we'll adopt a third. THE END 





The Fabulous World of Lloyd Price 


(Continued from Page 15) 


equal number of shoes and more than 25 
overcoats, 200 shirts, 150 handkerchiefs 
and 45 pairs of cuff links, some worth as 
much as $100 each. His flashy white 
convertible with the special mink-lined 
seats always is a crowd pleaser that draws 
comments of “oohs” and “aahs” from fans. 
On his little finger glistens a hunk of dia- 
mond that any pawn shop owner would 
gladly lend him $4000 on. And when it 
comes to the Price taste in females they 
run from models, secretaries, and school- 
teachers to lady lawyers. He prefers his 
female companions on the quiet side. 
Since he amassed more than spending 
change, Lloyd has made sure that his 
parents and other kin have been well taken 
care of. One of his brothers owns a 


Long Island niteclub where Mr. Per- 
sonality often makes guest appearances. 
Divorced from the former Emma Meredith. 
Price has two children, Lloyd, Jr. 6, and 
Lori, 2. The apple of his eye, they have 
their every want satisfied by their father 
who spends as much time as possible with 
them. 

When he decides to quit show business, 
Price says that he will enter the business 
side in the capacity of a record producer. 
He would like to travel throughout the na- 
tion listening and giving encouragement to 
new talent. But in the meantime until that 
day comes, he’s going to “just keep rolling 
along” as the fabulous Lloyd Price. 

THE END 
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I Tried To Hide My Past 


(Continued from Page 25) 


was trying to be kind—to keep me from 
being hurt. 

I saw some of the kids watching us— 
sort of sneering. Noticed the other girls’ 
dresses—simple pastels, not much different 
from what they wore to school—and sud- 
denly I felt naked in Mom’s low-cut 
dress, naked and ashamed—and all wrong! 
Rebellion flared in me. How would I have 
known! I’d never had a chance to learn... 

“Thanks—” I covered my face with my 
hands and stood for an instant too em- 
barrassed to move. And then the tears 
came, hot and bitter. And I turned like 
1 scared rabbit and ran from the room. 

[ ran all the way home. And once inside 
[ yanked off the red dress, as though it 
were something loathsome, and threw it 
m the floor and stamped on it until it was 
all dirty and torn . . . I cried myself to 
sleep that night. And I never went to 
inything again. 

I didn’t even want to go back to school 
he next day and face the kids. But what 
ould I do, I had to study, to graduate... 
[ had to learn to be like other people, I'd 
tell myself. Learn enough so I could earn 
1 decent living—that was the only way 
I'd ever get out of the mess I was in. 

lll never forget Miss Blain and her 
kindness to me after that awful night. 
Often she asked me to stay after school 
and talk with her, and she’d tell me about 
things I'd never known, or only been dim- 
ly aware of. 

[ listened and learned. The only really 
decent, good things in all those years that 
[ was growing up was Miss Blain’s kind- 
ness and the fact that I graduated with the 
highest honors in my class. 

Miss Blain was so proud of me. “I know 
there are good things ahead for you.” she 
said when she told me goodbye. The next 
day | took the bus which was to carry me 
away from Northville forever. Miss Blain 
had loaned me the money for my fare to 
Ridgeport, and even helped me to get my 
job at City Hospital. 


"[°HAT HAD been such a short time ago, 
it seemed. So short a time for so much 
happiness to have come into my life. I 
liked my job. And I was proud of the tiny 
apartment that was so clean and bright. 

And now there was Bob... in a special 
place among the things that made me 
happy. Bob and his love—for I’d known 
that he cared, almost from ihe first. I 
guess a girl can always tell. And now he’d 
asked me to be his wife... 

Nothing was going to keep me from 
marrying Bob. Nothing! Not Mom—shame 
burned within me when I thought of her. 
And Bob so clean and good—and his 
father a minister! Not Jackie—pity flooded 
my heart when I thought of him, in a de- 
tention home, branded for life. But he’d 
refused to listen to my pleas that he find 
70 


a better way, a more honest way... 

Now they were both in the past. The past 
that I must forget. When Id left Northville 
Id left all that behind—and nothing would 
ever make me go back again. After awhile 
I'd forget them. 

When I'd first come to Ridgeport I'd 
worried about Mom and Jackie a lot. Then 
cold reason crowded into my heart, and I 
told myself, Jackie had as much chance as 
you. You could have gone wrong, too. And 
no one made Mom what she is but herself. 

Now all I had to do was to keep telling 
myself that over and over—never letting 
myself forget it. 

The weeks that followed were such hap- 
py ones. I was engaged to be married to 
the greatest guy in all the world! My heart 
would sing it over and over again. It was 
almost as though Bob was what I'd been 
dreaming about all the terrible lonely 
years I’d been growing up. And at last my 
dreams were coming true... 

“We'll have to drive home some time,” 
Bob said one night, his voice filled with 
love. “I want my mother to know you.” he 
said softly. 

Sometimes he’d ask about my mother. 
“Are you like her, Stephanie?” he’d won- 
der. 

And I'd always say no. I think he knew 
I didn’t want to talk about it. “You re- 
sent your mother remarrying, don’t you?” 
he asked another time. “I can sort of sense 
that you're a little bitter.” 

I'll have to be more careful, I'd think. 
Bob must never guess! But for the most 
part I was able to push my ‘other life,’ as 
I'd come to think of it, into the back of my 
mind—and give myself over to making 
plans for the future. I was counting the 
weeks now—almost the days—until June 
when we’d be married, occasionally buying 
something expensive and lovely. Extrava- 
gant! No, just a symbol of the wonder and 
beauty of the life that lay ahead! 


HEN ONE day my happiness smashed 
into a million tiny bits—like a Christ- 
mas tree ball that falls to the floor. Bob 
stopped beside my desk, his face looking 
so weary. “I’ve been sitting with a boy 
they brought in last night,” he said. He 
was always doing things like that, so in- 
terested in the youngsters in the wards. . . 

“What is it?” I asked now. 

“Poor kid from the slums—was shot,” 
Bob said. “He was driving the get-away 
car in a robbery. About fifteen,” he added. 
“TIsn’t it a pity!” He sat down heavily on 
the chair by the window. “Guess he has 
no family . . .” he went on more to him- 
self than to me. “Funny!” he smiled over 
at me. “Name’s the same as yours—Win- 
throp. We found that in his wallet. J. W. 
Winthrop. No address, nothing else . . .” 
Bob’s voice trailed off. 

“How bad is he hurt?” I heard my voice 


as from a long way off, and was surprised 
how calm it sounded. But inside of me my 
heart had started pounding so hard I was 
afraid Bob would see the trembling of my 
body. “Funny about the name.” I went 
on. I had to say something. Bob might 
think it strange if I didn’t. 

“Pretty bad,” Bob was answering my 
first question. Thank God he hadn’t no- 
ticed my agitation. He probably hadn’t 
given more than a passing thought to the 
coincidence of names, either. 

“Kids have to learn that they can’t be 
bandits and get away with it,” I said 
harshly. 

“But—oh, Stephanie, you just couldn’t 
understand. You’ve been so sheltered.” Bob 
got slowly to his feet. “We’ve got to pity 
them—the unfortunate ones—help them 
—” he started for the door. 

I wanted to scream after him— “Help 
them!” Id tried to help Jackie. Tried over 
and over to talk to him—and all I got 
was a rough, “You're crazy, sis. I know a 
better way!” 

When Bob drove me home that night he 
was still thinking about the boy who'd 
been shot. “How is he?” I asked, trying 
to seem very casual, to keep all feeling out 
of my voice. 

“My, you’re a cold one!” Bob turned to 
look at me. “If I’d been in your place— 
same name—I’d have gone up to see the 
kid .. . Not that it would make any differ- 
ence,” he said dully. 

“Then why should I,” I said slowly. But 
for an instant sheer panic rocked my 
world. Did Bob guess? Was he trying to 
tell me he knew— 

But no. He was saying that the boy had 
regained consciousness just long enough 
to whisper that his mother lived in a small 
town called Northville. “I think it’s about 
two hundred miles north of here.” Bob 
said. 

“What was the kid doing in Ridgeport?” 
1 asked quickly. 

“Search me,” Bob returned. “In with a 
gang that the police have been trying to 
round up for months. But we won’t learn 
anything from him—they’re always too 
scared to talk .. .And anyway Dr. Evans 
thinks he’s going to die.” 

I felt as though I were going to be sick. 
Jackie! My baby brother . . . They’d send 
for Mom! Jumbled thoughts raced through 
my mind. “Oh, God, please don’t let Bob 
find out!” I prayed desperately. Oh, Jackie, 
I do want to see you, | moaned in my heart. 

“How about driving out to Holliday 
House for something to eat?” Bob’s voice 
broke into my terrifying thoughts. “I’m 
starved.” 

I shook my head. “I couldn’t eat a bite. 
Not tonight, Bob, please. I have a 
wretched headache .. .” It’s a heartache, 
really. But I can’t tell you that! 

“I’m sorry, darling. And I’ve talked 
about nothing but shop and you get enough 
of that when you’re working. Of course 
you're not interested . . .” 

I didn’t sleep that night. Even a seda- 
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tive couldn’t quiet my turbulent thoughts 
—or soothe my aching heart. “Father, 
don’t let Jackie die.” I prayed. 


— NEXT DAY it happened. I saw 
her come in, pushing the heavy door 
open—stand for a moment, uncertain, her 
too red mouth loose and weak! I shud- 
dered. She had on a black dress—probably 
so she’d be ready for mourning, I thought 
disdainfully—cut so low that her full 
breasts seemed to be bursting out of the 
bodice. And over all a cheap grey fur. I 
reached for the bell. 

“Will you relieve me for a while?” I 
said to the nurse’s aide who answered. 

I slipped into the rear office, my breath 
coming in short gasps. I could just hear 
Mom’s loud voice if she’d see me—“Hi, 
Stephanie! What you doin’ here, kid?” 
A feeling of sheer hatred welled up in me 
as I watched her go to the desk. 

“I’m Mrs. Winthrop,” she sort of whined 
the words. “They sent for me—said my 
Jackie was hurt—” Suddenly she looked 
frightened, ready to cry. But tears came 
easy to Mom... 

“Just a minute.” Marge called upstairs. 

I didn’t dare to stand there any longer. 
An orderly might come and see me peering 
through the door. And then I heard the 
elevator clang. It was Dr. Evans himself. 

“This is Mrs. Winthrop,” I heard Marge 
explain. 

Dr. Evans held out his hand and I saw 
his eyes rake Mom from head to toe. “I’m 
glad you came.” I heard him say. “I want 
to talk to you before you see him.” Then 
he said something I couldn’t make out and 
I saw Mom’s face crumple. 

After they had gone I came _ back, 
thanked Marge. I'd be safe now. If Mom 
came again I’d avoid her as I’d done this 
time. It would be easy ... 

But the day was hectic. My thoughts 
were upstairs in that ward where a boy 
lay fighting for his life. Where a mother 
sat—perhaps with bowed head and guilty 
conscience, and sad memories—watching 
her child die. 

“How is that boy?” I asked Bob, trying 
to keep the concern out of my voice, make 
it sound like a routine question. But I had 
to know—to hear what Bob would say. 

“Dr. Evans says there isn’t a chance,” 
Bob answered slowly. “His mother came. 
Did you see her?” And then he rushed 
on, not waiting for me to reply. “Poor 
soul, I feel sorry fer her. It’s hard to come 
face to face with your wrong-doing—as 
that poor woman is. It’s easy to under- 
stand why the boy went bad... after see- 
ing her. He probably didn’t hav. a chance 
...” Bob’s voice trailed off in the way he 
had when he was thinking. “I talked to 
her,” he went on. “And I pity her!” 

“What’s—what is she like?” I man- 
aged to keep my voice from trembling. I 
had to pretend. To ask casual questions. 

“What is she like?” Bob weighed the 
question. pushing his cup to one side. “A 


low character. I guess . . . but just now, 
Stephanie, she’s only a mother grieving for 
her child . . .” 

Back at my desk I thought of Bob’s 
words. I couldn’t think of anything else 

And then about five in the after- 
noon I raised my eyes from some work I 
was doing, and there she stood—looking at 
me as though she’d seen a ghost. 

“Stephanie.” Her voice was little more 
than a whisper. 

And then like a frightened child she be- 
gan to whimper, “Jackie’s dying, Steph- 
anie! ‘Didn’t you know?” She dabbed 
at her eves. 

“Yes, I know.” 


“You—you know!” 


I answered shortly. 


Disbelief sounded 


in her voice. “And you didn’t—” She 
didn’t finish. Just looked at me. 
All the bitterness of my childhood 


welled up in me then. “Why did you 
come!” I cried out. “You can’t help Jackie 
—anymore than I could! It’s too late to 
help him now!” I added sharply. 

And then I saw the elevator light flash. 
It was starting down ... “Come!” I dashed 
out front. pulled her with me into a tiny 
room at the end of the hall—and then I 
turned on her furiously. 

“Listen, Mom!” I was almost shouting. 
“Don’t you dare speak to me again, do you 
hear!” My voice was shaking with anger. 
“Don’t you let on to anyone that you 
know me. I’m engaged to a young pharma- 
cist here—do you understand!” I even 
shook her a little when she didn’t answer. 
“Do you hear me? I—TI love him and I’m 
not going to let you come here and ruin 
my life again. You’ve done enough to me 
—TI don’t ever want anyone to know that 
you’re my mother!” I went on, cruelly, 
scarcely realizing what I was saying. 

“I—I’m sorry.”” Mom muttered. I guess 
I'd frightened her, her face was so gray... 
“T didn’t know—” she began to weep again 
softly. But even that didn’t touch me. I'd 
seen her cry like that too many times. 

“Tt’s Bob Osborne.” I rushed on. “He 
goes in to see Jackie.” I could hear foot- 
steps coming down the hall. “So don’t 
forget and say something—or tell Jackie 
I’m here—” I added, my voice tight with 
pain. 

She just stood there shaking her head. 
And then suddenly there was such torment 
in her eyes as though her heart lay bare 
and aching for me to see. “I—I guess it’s 
too late for that.” Her voice was thin. 
“Jackie won’t wake up again. The doctor 
says he'll just sleep away!” Her lips 
seemed to move in prayer. But I knew 
Mom never prayed... 

“Goodbye, Stephanie. I won’t say any- 
thing!” 

Something twisted in my heart as I stood 
there watching her walk slowly down the 
hall, her shoulders sagging . . . a sad, 
broken woman. And then I saw _ her 
straighten her shoulders as she stepped on 
the elevator, saw her paste a smile on her 
face. I could guess what she was thinking. 
She was going to Jackie and he might— 


just might—be awake. And for Jackie 
she’d put on a badge of courage. . . 

“Mom. Mom.” I sobbed under my 
breath. How could I let her face that 
alone! Grief stabbed at my heart. Jackie 
was my brother. My own flesh and blood. 
And he was dying. Mom needed me. No 
matter about the past—she was my moth- 
er! I couldn’t desert her now... 

Without a thought for my work I dashed 
for the elevator, rode to the third floor and 
walked swiftly to the ward. Instantly I 
saw the screen, knew what it meant. I 
might have put him in a private room, I 
thought sickly. At least I could have given 
him a peaceful place to die! I should have 
been by his side all this time. Maybe he 
would have lived if there had been some- 
body to care. . . . Accusing thoughts. I 
sank to my knees by his bed. 

“Jackie.” I whispered. “It’s Stephanie, 
darling. Forgive me... .” 

He lay there so still, so pitifully thin. 
Death had already erased the pain from 
his face. It was serene, sweet. as it had 
been when he was a tiny child .. . 

Mom had been right. Jackie would 
never hear my plea. Forgiveness would 
have to come from God . . . I rose to my 
feet, dropped an arm about Mom’s shoul- 
ders. “Come,” I said gently. “We'd better 
leave now.” 


T TOOK her home with me. How glad I 
was that I had a place for her, that I 
could take care of her during the next 
days. I bought her a dress for the funeral, 
and a simple black hat. Made all the ar- 
rangements. She was like a helpless child 
depending on me. I couldn’t condemn her 
now. I could only condemn myself! I 
went through that trying time like I was in 
a daze—sort of numb, not thinking clearly 
about anything. 

Bob called and expressed his sympathy. 
Someone had told him about Jackie—and 
Mom—and me. “I'll be over,” he said 
softly. I hung up on him. Then later, 
when he came I refused to see him. Not 
now, my heart cried out. I couldn’t bear it 
now to see the scorn on his face, the con- 
demnation. Later, when I was stronger .. . 

Then, after the funeral, I knew the time 
had come when I must write to Bob. I 
had seen him that day—he’d pressed 
Mom’s hand and left hurriedly without 
trying to talk to me. Of course he’d try to 
be kind, I thought rebelliously. That was 
Bob’s way. But I knew that was all it 
would ever be now—kindness. And that I 
didn’t want... 

I didn’t have to be told iat no decent 
man would want to marry Ann Winthrop’s 
daughter! Oh, Bob might pretend, he was 
honorable. So, choking back the tears so 
they wouldn’t blot the page, I wrote a short 
note. I told him simply that I could never 
marry him—and that I didn’t want to see 
him again. 

When I asked Mom to stay with me she 
insisted that she must return to Northville. 
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“You’re young, Mom,” I told her. “You 
could get a job here—something decent! 
Live with me.” 

“No, Stephanie,” she said with a quiet 
dignity that was surprising. “Jake has 
wanted me to marry him for a long time— 
[ guess I will now. I’ll be decent. . .” 

The day she left I called the hospital 
and told them I wouldn’t be back, that I 
had another job. Then I moved. Into a 
room. And started looking for work. But 
it wasn’t easy without references. Day 
after day I tramped the streets and an- 
swered ads. One day I’d walked for hours. 
Maybe I was too tired to think clearly— 
too heartsick to realize what I was doing. 
Anyhow, I didn’t know there was a light 
it that corner—Elm Street isn’t heavily 
I’m sure I did look both ways 
before I started across. Then I saw the 
truck bearing down on me—heard the 
wild brakes—and a man’s 
scream, “Watch out, lady—what in hell—” 
{nd then I seemed to be in the air. And 
that’s all I remember .. . 

No suffering—no feeling—nothing. Un- 
til I drifted back to consciousness on a 
creat wave of pain, and I found I couldn’t 
move. I opened my eyes with an effort— 
caught a glimpse of a starched uniform. 


[ raveled. 


screech of 


ind then a face came into focus—a smile. 
‘Well. Stephanie. Good morning.” 

“Where am I?” T managed to form the 
words, 

“You mustn’t talk.” A soft hand rested 
briefly on my bandaged head. “You're go- 
ing to be fine. You're in City Hospital. 
[’'m Betty Knapp.” 

Slowly comprehension filtered into my 
numb brain. I’d been struck by that truck. 
(’d been hurt, that was why I couldn't 
move without pain. Betty? Of course, one 
of the nurses I’d known. And I was back 
in City Hospital where I'd vowed I'd 
never go again. 

Well, I was thinking more clearly now 

[ wouldn’t have to see Bob. They 
couldn’t make me do that... 

And almost as though in answer to my 
thought he was at my bedside, smiling 
lown at me. “They say you’re coming 
along fine,” he said gently. 

[ didn’t answer—just closed my eyes 
igainst his loved face. “Ill see you to- 
norrow, Stephanie.” His voice sounded 
distant, unreal. I was drifting off again. 

[t was the next evening when he stopped 
by. “How are you feeling?” he asked. try- 
ing. | could tell, to be polite. 

“Better,” I said quietly. [ wanted to cry 
rut—tell me you despise me—say it! In- 
stead | forced a smile. “Dr. Martin says 
[ll be able to go home in about ten days.” 
Not that Bob cared! 

“That’s great!” I 
sounded cold. 

{ lay there very still waiting for him to 
speak. I even knew pretty much what he’d 
say: Stephanie, I’m glad you realize that 
it wouldn’t be wise for us to go ahead with 
our plans . . . Your background. Your 
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thought his voice 


heredity! It would be unfair to any chil- 
dren we might have. 

“Stephanie!” Betty Knapp had left the 
room. “You don’t love me, do you? 

“If you did,” Bob’s voice, low, intense, 
broke into my thoughts, “you would have 
trusted me. Don’t you know, Stephanie, 
that’s what love is—trust!” He shook his 
head sadly. “Why couldn’t you have told 
me about mother— 
when we first knew we loved each other! 
Oh. Stephanie, your love was so slight!” 

Bob thought I didn’t love him enough to 
tell him. When all the time it was because 
I loved him too much. I closed my eyes, 
fighting back the tears. 

“You didn’t think it would make any dif- 
ference,” he repeated the words—took my 
hand and held it close in his strong ones, 
“that I'd love you any the less because of 


your family—your 


your family!” 

I looked up at him then. His face was 
shining with love. A sob caught in my 
throat. “You—” My hand was still tight 
in his. “You mean you love me anyway?” 
I whispered. “You mean—” 

“I mean I want you for my wife just 
the same as I did before all this.” He bent 
and touched his lips to my forehead. 
“Can’t you see, darling. you’re you. No 
matter what your mother is. no matter 
what poor Jackie did!” 

I laid his hand against my heart. “I’ve 
hurt you Bob. and I’m sorry. And you may 
think now that all these things don’t mat- 
ter—but they do.” I don’t know where I 
was getting the courage to say it—‘“I can’t 
marry you! It wouldn’t be right. There 
might be children—think of Mom 
Think of your family, of your father—if he 
were living what would he say . . .” 

“T can answer that.” Bob broke in. 
“Once when I was just a kid I remember 
I’d heard something about one of the boys 
at school and came rushing in to tell Dad. 
All he said was this—and I've never for- 
gotten it: No one is ever entirely good or 
entirely bad. And perhaps, son, if you 
were in Jimmie’s place you might have 
done far worse than he has— 

“Darling!” Bob bent to slip his arms 
about me. “It’s you—the girl you are— 
sweet and good. that I love. I think of the 
struggle you’ve had and what you have 
made of yourself—and I feel very hum- 
ble . . .” It sounded like a sob in Bob’s 
voice. He dropped to his knees. I want to 
marry you. Will you have me?” 

Would I have him! 

We've been married nearly a year now 
and every day I thank God for Bob’s love 
and understanding—and for the happiness 
that is ours. 

I am thankful, too, that I learned before 
it was too late that by keeping bitterness 
and hatred and condemnation in my heart 
I was crowding love out—and that only by 
forgiving both myself and Mom could I 
ever find peace and real happiness. 


THE END 


Good Time Girl 


(Continued from Page 29) 


drink the most, and in a little while we 
were all giggling and acting crazy. Final. 
ly someone put on a record and things 
quieted down. I had decided earlier that 
what had happened last night wouldn’t 
happen again. Carl and I were in love, and 
I wanted to marry him someday, and | 
wanted everything to be as right as it could 
be until then. But between the drinks and 
my natural feelings for Carl, I lost control 
early, and we ended up in the same dark. 
ened bedroom .. . 


NE DAY a short time later I was hurry. 

ing down the corridor at school when 

I heard Carl’s voice from one of the empty 

classrooms. I wouldn’t have stopped ordi- 

narily, but something about the tone of his 
voice made me pause. 

“I’m telling you, Chuck,” he was saying, 
“the chicks in this school are like nothing.” 

“Yeah, well I guess you have to look 
around for anything worthwhile,” another 
voice said, and I recognizec it as that of 
Chuck Tollaway, a new boy who had 
caused quite a stir among the girls. Chuck 
was tall and slim, with broad shoulders 
and a handsome, intelligent face. He had 
come from a big high school in St. Louis, 
and all the girls were after him. I suppose 
if there had been no Carl I would be day- 
dreaming about him too. 

“How about that girl I’ve seen you 
with?” Chuck was asking. “That kind of 
cute girl with the long hair. You like her?” 

“Who—Chris?” Carl asked, and I held 
my breath. “Yeah, sure,” he said, “I like 
her—she’s ‘just about the easiest thing 
around. I like what I can get. But as far 
as really liking her—no thanks. I can do 
better than that. You ought to try to date 
her, Chuck boy, she won’t disappoint you.” 

[ turned away blindly, my face hot with 
shame. I could hardly believe what I had 
heard. How could he say it? We were in 
love. Or at least / was, I forced myself to 
say. He didn’t really love me, never had. 
He had said he did because I had forced 
him to. How could I have been so blind, 
how could I have done what I did? And 
for the first time I began to realize how 
wrong I had been. I'll never see him again, 
[ thought, or any of the boys here. How 
could I face them, how could I look at 
anyone? They must all know. 

That night Carl came by as usual. Mom 
left the room when he came, so we had 
the livingroom to ourselves. 

“All set, Chick?” Carl asked casually, 
putting his arm around my waist and 
drawing me to him. Suddenly I realized, 
with a feeling almost of fear, that my 
heart was thumping and my body wanted 
to be close to his. I pushed him away 
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roughly, desperately and moved away 
from him. 

“Get your hands off me, Carl Ross,” 
I said in a tight, high-pitched voice. “And 
get out of my house. I never want to see 
you again.” 

“Hey, what gives?” Carl was honestly 
bewildered. 

“Just get out,” I said, the hot tears be- 
ginning to pour down my face. “I don’t 
ever want to see you again.” 

“Okay, okay,” Carl said, 
carelessly. “If that’s the way you want it, 
it’s okay with me. It’s been real.” 

Then he was gone, and I stood there in 
the livingroom, tears streaming down my 
face. Everything was all over, and I'd 
probably never be happy again. At least 
not here. 

I ran to my room and cried until I was 
exhausted. Why did it have to happen 
the way it did? Other girls could meet 
some boy and fall in love, and everything 
would work out fine. They'd go steady 
and get married, and be happy. But when 
I fell in love, it had to end this way. And 
to make things even worse, I didn’t know 
whether it was even ended, yet. I knew 
what I had felt when Carl took me in his 
arms, even knowing what he thought of 
me. Was I so weak that I couldn’t ever 
leave him, ever give him up? Would I 
just go on being hurt forever, hurt and 
humiliated and degraded? 

The next day at school I saw Chuck Tol- 
laway talking with a couple of girls. He 
turned as I walked by and nodded at me. 
I knew what he was thinking. When I 
reached the end of the corridor-I turned 
around and looked back. They were still 
talking and laughing. and I thought, it 
might have been me, | might have been one 
of those girls—if I hadn’t messed myself 
up with Carl. Chuck was a nice guy—if I 
had gone out with him before Carl, I’d 
have had a nice time—no drinking or neck- 
ing, just nice. And Mom would have liked 
him too. Then I turned away and started 
walking. It’s too late now, I thought, too 
late. 

That night at home Mom and I argued. 
“‘T've always wanted you to meet nice 
boys, to go out with nice boys,” she said. 
“Not like Carl. He doesn’t treat you right, 
he doesn’t think of you the way I’d want 
a boy to think of my daughter. I can tell.” 

The way Chuck would, 1 thought. 
Chuck is the kind of boy you mean. I 
wished that I could change things, that 
what had happened with Carl had never 
been, wished it so badly I was almost cry- 
ing. Then I got mad at myself, and at 
Mom for making me feel like that. 

“What do you know about it?” I said, 
knowing that I was going to be cruel, and 
that I would be sorry afterwards, byt not 
really caring. “What do you know about 
Nice boys, and how they treat you. You 
sure didn’t marry one—either time. You 
did what you wanted, now let me do what 
I want.” 


shrugging 


That hurt, and I knew it. My father— 
I'd never known him—had married Mom 
because he’d been forced to. He hadn’t 
loved her. And after I was born, he’d 
walked out on her, and she’d never seen 
him again. Years later she’d married my 
stepfather, Tony’s father, but he’d been 
the same type. He’d run around with other 
women, and Mom had divorced him too. 

She winced. “That’s why I feel I can 
tell you,” she said quietly, “because I 
know.” 

“Well, just don’t try.” I cried. “Let me 
find out for myself. Let me live my own 
life.” Then I ran up to my room. I just 
couldn’t bear it any more. It'll be like 
this every night, I thought, her wanting to 
tell me what’s wrong with Carl, and my 
knowing and not wanting to hear. I know 
he’s not right, but I can’t help how I feel. 
And when she talks I'll think of Chuck, 
and how it might have been, and | don’t 
think I could bear that. So I knew what 
I had to do. I was caught in a trap, there 
was no way out. 

At school the next day I waited outside 
until I saw Carl coming. He came up be- 
side me and stood there, looking at me. 

“Hi,” he said casually. 

“Hi,” I answered. “Carl, I—I’m sorry 
for what I said to you. I didn’t mean it. 
I'd like to—to see you again.” Then I 
stood there miserably, just waiting. Even 
Carl might not want me back. 

“Well, kiddo,” he was saying. Then his 
eyes moved over my body. and he grinned. 
“Same scene?” he asked. 

“Vea.” 

“Okay, see you at eight.” And he was 
hurrying off to his class. 

I started walking slowly inside. I de- 
spised myself for what I'd done, but I 
knew it was something I had to do. I was 
the kind of girl who couldn’t have some- 
one like Chuck Tollaway, so I might as 
well have what I could. My kind, I mut- 
tered bitterly, and knew it was true. 


YARL came by that night. Mom had just 

got in, and when I answered the door 

she took one look at Carl and her face got 
that tight look again. 

“Oh, Chris, why—” she started to say, 
then her voice broke and she hurried into 
the kitchen. 

We went over to Jerry’s again, and 
everything was just as it had been before. 
The crowd greeted me like a_ long-lost 
friend, and after the drink I 
stopped thinking about how cool they had 
been after I broke up with Carl. The 
livingroom with its one red bulb, the slow 
and dreamy records, Carl and being in 
his arms .. . nothing at all had changed. 

One night about two weeks later, we 
were at Jerry’s, and Jerry was bragging 
about his father’s new sports car. 

“Tt takes hills like it’s going downhill,” 
he said, “and it can make 120 easy.” 


second 


“Yeah?” Carl said, interested. “You got 
the keys?” 

“Yes, but I wouldn’t use them.” 

‘“C’mon,” Carl said, “let’s try it out, see 
how well it does.” 

“Well... okay,” Jerry said reluctantly. 

They put on their coats and started out. 
I grabbed Carl’s arm. “What about me?” I 
asked. 

“You stay here,” Carl said, “I'll be back 
later.” 
So I stayed, and waited, and it got later 
and later . . . Some of the kids started 
leaving, and still I waited. Finally there 
was nobody left but Ronny Cooper. It was 

after two o’clock. 

“You might as well let me take you 
home,” Ronny said. “They might not show 
up till morning.” 

“Okay,” I said, my face burning with 
humiliation. It was just as if Carl had for- 
gotten me completely—or just didn’t care. 
All the way home I thought of Carl and 
how he had left me there to get home the 
best way I could—and suddenly I was so 
mad I wanted to cry. I had ruined 
things for myself—but Carl was to blame 
too, he had helped. And this was the final 
straw. I knew now how little he rea!!y 
cared for me. I would see Carl tomorrow. 
have it out with him. I suddenly knew that 
I could end it, that I wouldn’t have to go 
back to him. I didn’t know how. but I 
was very sure of it. 


HE NEXT day I was at school bright 

and early. I wanted to make sure | 
would see him. I was standing at the bul- 
letin board when a deep voice just behind 
me said, “Hi, Chris, could I talk to you?” 
I turned around and found myself looking 
at Chuck Tollaway. Then I remembered 
what Carl had told him about me. 

“Go ahead,” I said, “it’s a free country.” 

“I—I tried to call you last night, but 
you were out. I’ve tried a couple of times. 
You're out quite a bit.” 

“Not any more,” I said, more to myself 
than to him, but he grinned broadly and 
said, “Good! What I wanted to ask you 
was—if you would go out with me some- 
time.” 

Suddenly I saw red! So that was it. 
Carl had told him how much fun I was 
and had said he ought to date me—and 
that’s just what he was trying to do. I 
hated him—him and Carl and all men- 
but I wanted to cry when I thought that he 
wouldn’t ever try this with any of the nice 
girls at school—the girls like the ones I 
had seen him talking to that day in the 
corridor, the kind of girl that I could have 
been—once—but could never be now. 

“Don’t think I don’t know why you're 
asking me,” I said, my voice loud and 
shrill. I didn’t try to lower it. “I heard 
what Carl told you about me. And I 
wouldn’t date you for anything. Not for 
anything! You make me sick! Go on back 
to your nice girls—and leave me alone! 
I hate you.” Then I was running down 
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the corridor, angry, scalding tears pour- 
ing down my cheeks. I heard Chuck say, 
“Chris—” but I didn’t stop. OA shut up, 
I muttered, just leave me alone. 

After lunch I saw Carl. I hurried over 
to him. “I’d like to talk to you,” I said. 

“Some other time, kid, I’m kind of busy 
now. 

That’s when I blew up for the second 
time. “You'll talk to me now!” I said. 

“Okay.” He sounded surprised. “What’s 
on your mind?” 

“Oh, nothing much,” I said, aware that 
ny voice was getting shrill again. “Noth- 
ing much, really. A little matter about 
why you ran out on me last night. That’s 
all. Who do you think you are that you 
can treat me like that? Just who do you 
think you are?” 

“Now wait a minute,” Carl said, getting 
ungry himself. “Who do you think you 
are? What gives you the right to expect 
such special service? You were on your 
own last night just like you’ve been on 
your own since I started going out with 
you. When I find someone special I treat 
them special. But you’re nothing special, 
kid. You’re a dime a dozen. You're easy. 
[ can find plenty of girls just like you. 
And don’t forget, kid, I didn’t beg to take 
you out. You did all the begging.” 

I turned away, my face hot with shame. 
It was true, everything he said was true. 
[ looked up blindly, and then stared in 
horror. We had been talking in the lounge 
where everybody congregated after lunch. 
Neither one of us had bothered to keep our 
voices down, so we hadn’t noticed how 
quiet the room had become. They stood 
in littke groups—and nobody would look 
at me. I rushed out, sobs tearing at my 
throat. 


Now I am completely alone. I walk 
ilone to classes, I eat lunch alone, I study 
lone. Carl is through with me, and be- 
cause he is, the gang has put me down. All 
the other kids in school, the kids that I 
knew before Carl, just pretend I’m not 
around. Even the teachers—and I was a 
good student—are cool to me. And at home 
\iom has nothing to say. I guess I’ve been 
quite a disappointment to her. Sometimes 
I see Chuck, and I think how it might 
have been, and I want to cry. He still 
speaks to me—he’s about the only one— 
and once | started thinking that maybe, 
someday ... Chuck and I... but I know 
that’s the kind of dream that can’t happen 
inymore, 

It’s a lonely life, now, and I’ve brought 
it on myself. I had to learn the hard way 

but I learned. Things like the import- 

nee of being an individual, and the im- 
portance of self-respect, and saving your- 
self for the one person you truly love. And 
the difference between love and starry-eyed 
infatuation. It was a difficult lesson, but 
I’ve learned it. And if I ever have a chance 
it love—real love—I won’t be so foolish 
igain. THE END 
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Pizza Recipes 


(Continued from Page 49) 


Simple Pizza 

Prepare 1 package hot roll mix follow- 
ing directions on package until dough is 
ready for shaping. While dough is rising, 
prepare sauce. Brown 11% cups sliced 
onions in 14 cup salad oil. Add 2 cans 
condensed tomato soup, undiluted, 1 tbs. 
vinegar, 14 tsp. ground oregano. | tsp. salt, 
14 tsp. pepper. Simmer 5 minutes, stir- 
ring. Heat oven to 400° F. (moderately 
hot). When dough has risen, pat into 
well-greased 16” x 12” pan or make 2 11- 
inch pies on greased cookie sheets. Turn 
edges up slightly. Pour sauce over dough 
to within 44-inch of edge. Sprinkle with 
1%, cup grated Parmesan cheese. Bake 
25-35 minutes. Makes 4-5 servings. 


Chuck Wagon Pizza 

Chop 1 clove garlic and add to canned 
pizza sauce. Prepare 1 package prepared 
pizza mix according to directions, using 
one large or two small round tins. Spread 
tomato sauce over pastry. Cut 1 can lunch- 
eon meat into 14-inch thick slices, then 
cut each slice into 3 strips. Arrange lunch- 
eon meat over sauce to form a pattern like 
the spokes of a wheel. Place 14-pound 
American cheese in strips between spokes 
of luncheon meat over sauce to form a pat- 
tern like the spokes of a wheel. Bake in a 
hot oven 425° F. for 20 minutes until meat 
is golden brown and cheese is bubbly. 


Sausage Pizza 

Using 2 cups packaged biscuit mix, 
make dough following directions on pack- 
age. Roll to about 1%-inch thickness, cut- 
ting 20-22 biscuits about 2 inches in dia- 
meter. 

Fry 1 pound pork sausage cello roll, 
stirring frequently with fork to crumble 
sausage. Drain off fat. Spread each bis- 
cuit with 1 six-ounce can tomato paste 
and sprinkle with oregano, whole or pow- 
dered. If whole oregano is used, be sure 
to remove stems. Top with 2 cups (1% 
pound) grated sharp aged cheddar cheese 
and cooked sausage. and then sprinkle a 
few drops of salad oil on each biscuit. The 
pizzas may be prepared, placed on a cookie 
sheet and stored in the refrigerator for 1 
hour before baking. Bake in 425° F. oven 
for 10-12 minutes. Serve piping hot. 

The sausage may be fried with 2 cloves 
of minced garlic if desired. 


Pizza Hors d’Oeuvres 

Prepare dough in usual way, dividing 
into 2 parts. Roll each part on a baking 
sheet so it is width and length of sheet. 
(Dough will be quite thin.) Cut into 3” 
squares. Build up edges of squares. Mix 
34 cup chopped onion, 2 cups tomato 
sauce, 8-0z. can mushrooms, sliced and 


sauteed in butter, 614-0z. can tuna, drainej 
and flaked (sardine, bologna, or any othe; 
meat can be used instead), salt and peppe! 
to taste. Spread filling on each individual 
pizza. Sprinkle with 214 cups grated 
Cheddar cheese and oregano. Bake 15-2) 
minutes. Serve hot. 
Company Pizza 

Combine 2 cups flour, 3 tsp. bakin, 
powder, 1 tsp. salt,.1 tsp. paprika; cut in 
¥~ cup shortening, then add 14 tsp. basil 
14 cup parsley. Add 34 cup milk. Place 
dough on a floured board and knead well 
Roll out to 44 inch in thickness. Place a 
greased cookie sheet and flute edges w 
they will make a stand-up ridge. Brush 
dough with 14 cup olive oil. Press 1 larg 
can of tomatoes through a sieve, or mash 
until all large pieces are broken. Add | 
tsp. basil, 1 tsp. rosemary, 1 tsp. salt and 
1 tsp. paprika. Spread tomato and spice 
mixture over dough until it is well covered, 
pressing tomato mixture into dough with 
back of spoon. 

Saute in small amount of oil: 14 pound 
smoked sausage or salami, cut into smal 
pieces, 1 cup diced pimiento, 14 cy 
chopped parsley, 1 medium onion, diced,? 
pods garlic, diced, 1 cup sliced mush 
rooms. Add 1 can of tomato sauce and 1 
cup of tomato paste. Cook mixture over 
low flame for about 5 minutes, stirring 
well. 

Combine 1 tsp. oregano, 1 tsp. basil, | 
tsp. leaf thyme, 1 bay leaf broken in small 
pieces, 14 cup Parmesan cheese. Stir into 
tomato mixture and let simmer 5 minutes 
Turn off heat and let mixture cool for 
about 10 minutes. Salt and pepper can be 
added to taste. Mixed Italian herbs may 
also be used to add extra spiciness. 

Spoon meat and tomato mixture on t0 
crust and cover well. Make sure there is 
not too much liquid or crust will become 
soggy. Slice thin or grate 14 pound Mor 
zarella cheese in a bowl. Cover entire top 
of pie with cheese. Let pie set about 2 
minutes before baking. Slices of stuffed 
olives may be used for decoration. Pre 
heat oven to 425° F. (hot). Place pie in 
oven and bake 20 minutes until slightly 
browned. Remove from oven and cut if 
squares. Serve hot with a mixed green 
salad. 

Polka Dot Pizza 

Prepare pizza dough as usual. Mix ! 
tsp. garlic powder and 1 tsp. finely 
chopped parsley with pizza sauce. Spread 


over dough. Dot pizza with mushroom 
caps to make a polka dot effect. Sprinkle | 


evenly with olive oil. Bake in hot ovea 
425° F. for 20 minutes. 
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Not too hard... 


The only 
premium quality 


hair pomade for men! 


Get DUKE .. . the new grease/ess hair pomade that trains 
and holds your hair, no matter how wiry, in perfect place all day long. 
Women love that ‘‘Duke Look."’ Get it . . . get DUKE! At your drug counter. 


65¢ at your drug counter, or send us 80¢ and we'll send Duke to you by return mail 


not too soft... just right! 


Duke 
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SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS -* 1808 S. Michigan Ave. * Chicago 16, Illinois 
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Men! Send tor Big Money- : 
» Making Outfit FREES 


t. 2 


erties 
See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“54Qr 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time . . . as much 
as $40.00 in a day? Then mail the 
coupon below for your BIG FREE 
OUTFIT, containing scores of 
1 fine quality fabrics, sensational 
| values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and sport coats. 
| Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-workers. Every 
man prefers better-fitting, better-looking made-to-measure 
clothes, and when you show the many beautiful, high quality 
fabrics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit and 
style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take or- | 
ders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance 
on every order, and build up a fine permanent income for 
yourself in spare time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 


WITH 
WEARER’S 
NAME 


59 Embroidered 
| on Special 

Label! 
| 


| Special extra fea- 
ture available— 

| Wearer’s name can be em- 
broidered on silk label sewn 
right into garment—helps you 
make more sales. Everyone 

| wants a personalized made-to- 


| measure suit. FREE Sample 
| Case includes Personalized 

Name Label information— 
| send coupon now—today! 


any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
| Just mail this coupon now for big, valuable outfit filled with 
fine fabrics and everything else you need to start, including 


plans to get your own suit without 1¢ cost. You'll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush ~ 
the coupon below TODAY! 


PIONEER TAILORING CO. 


Congress & Throop Sts., Dept. W-1264, Chicago 7, Ill. 
Pes Ss SS SSS SSS FSF RFS SB See eee eee ee Se SSS 
PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. W-1264 : 
Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 

Dear Sir: I WANT MONEY AND I WANT.A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush De- 


tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual 
fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 





YOUR OWN SUITS 
"\ WITHOUT I¢ COST! 


A Our plan makes it easy 


> a 
Ke aN a for you to get your own 


Ww ; 
cats < ct personal suits, topcoats 
a we gso™ Pe all and overcoats without pay- 


> yout sor ing l¢—in addition to your big 
Be xx} cash earnings. Think of it! Not only 
AA eal do we start you on the road to making 
oe big money but we also make it easy for 
you to get your own clothes without paying one 
penny. No wonder thousands of men write enthusiastic 
letters of thanks. 
JUST MAIL COUPON You don't invest a pen- 
ny of your money now 
or any time. You don't pay money for samples, for 
outfits, or for your own suit under our remarkable 


plan. So do as other men have done—mail the coupon 
now. Don't send a penny. Just send us the coupon. 
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